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ANNOUNCES OUR FIRST 
SECRET SOUNDTRACK 
MP3 ALBUM! 


GO TO: 


www.roctober/secret40. html 
AND CHECK OUT TOP SECRET 
MP3s OF SOME OF THE MUSICAL 
ARTISTS FEATURED IN THIS ISSUE! 
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AN EXCLUSIVE FOR YOU - 


THE VALUED ROCTOBER READER! 


ROCTOBER #39/WINTER 2004 


360° BLACK EXPERIENCE IN SOUND ISSUE 
WWW.ROCTOBER.COM/1507 E. 53 St. #617 Chicago, IL 60615 


Subscriptions n’ back issues available from www.roctober.com and www.dustygroove.com 
Jake Austen/Editor*Ben Edmonds/Online Editor/Please write us at info@roctober.com 
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4 In the early 90s when I lived in Providence Rhode Island there was a Front cover art by lon Birch (www.ionbirch.com) 
radio station that every Sunday morning would play a program they P. 4 -Punk’nhead by Jake Austen 

called, “the 360 Degree Black Experience in Sound,” which featured P. 11- Neon Leon by James Porter 

contemporary R&B and Hip Hop, plus several decades of dusties. For P. 20 - Melvin Van Peebles by Russ Forster 
New England it was a pretty revolutionary bit of programming. Some P 
of my pn memones as are of eping Vunally pOgne on Sunday P’30=Black All Gil’ Bands.and Film: Erom 
mornings for hours, just listening to that station while I read the paper r 4 ie 

and my lady braided her hair. In retrospect the programming was pretty Vaudeville to Soundies by Kristin McGee 
tame (Herb Kent's current Sunday show in Chicago plays a wider P. 36 - Fred Anderson & Hamid Drake 


. 26 - Nardwuar vs. James Brown 


variety oif records), and the name was fart from accurate. And by Travis A. Jackson 

continuing that tradition of misleading titles, we will swipe “360 P. 42 - Ooh It’s The L-I-Y-A-H 

Degrees of Black Music” as the theme for this issue, though we will by Gene Booth/Illustration by Tom Dutcher 
hardly cover 3 degrees (and we don’t have any articles on the Three P. 44 ~ Eight Little Known Jimi Hendrix Facts 


Degrees, despite them being the only R&B girl group to appear in both 
Sanford and Son and The French Connection). But we hope to spotlight 
a broader range of music made by the children of the African Diaspora 


by Gary Pig Gold/Illustrations by Pedro 
Bell, Max Petrongari, Jake Austen, William 


than one usually is exposed to. The punk rock of the lost (and now McCurtin, Tom Dutcher, Waymon 

found) NYC icon Neon Leon, the reggae of Jackie Mittoo, the pre-Hip Timbsdayle, Plastic Crimewave, Mike Twohig 
Hop bizarreness of Melvin Van Peebles, the futuristic R&B of Aaliyah, P.48 - Darktown Poker Club by Bert Williams 

the dignified minstrel show/vaudeville music of Bert Williams, the raw, Illustration - Chris Ware, intro - Jake Austen 


eautiful Brazilian s s of the San Luis aranha sicians, the ; j . i 5 
be autiful B razilian sounds of the San Luis, Maranhao musicians the P. 50 = San Luis, Maranhao interviews by Brian Mier 
rock of Jimi Hendrix, the progressive, yet classic and elegant, jazz of 


Fred Anderson and Hamid Drake, the the crucial funk of James Brown P. 56 - Jackie Mittoo by Jason Shithead 
are just some of “degrees” we cover, and hopefully it will whet your P. 58 - Skinhead Punk Reggae by Soul Rebel 
appetite for more. Love, peace and soul! P.64 - Funkarelics by Pedro Bell 
P. 69 - Comix by William McCurtin, Mike Goetz 
& Claudia Parentella 
. 70 - Comic by Dennis Tyfus 
. 71 - Final Curtain by Gentleman John Battles 
. 75 - Updates 
. 76 - Waymon Reyiews/lllustrations by Derek 
Erdman, MCA, William McCurtin, Jason 
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hi! this is sinoun or sun noon and i just received roctober and i just wanted to 








make a couple of comments. i enjoyed the zine and my favorite thing is the Shithead, Mike Twohig, Abby Dansiger 
cover, back cover, and reviews. the zine is so big that everyone will find P. 92 = Rock is Funny by Dan Buck 
something to enjoy. j am the writer for smelling trees (zine) and there was a P.93 - Zombre by Ansis 
: mistake when you guys reviewed it. i'ma remuley ys. noUe Die deal, but a P. 94<%Rockin’ Ace by Slink Moss 
thought i’d let you guys know. i just thought it was interesting you thoug! pe k by Max “Pedro” P. . 
was a guy but it doesn't surprise me because the picture i inserted of myself is Back cover art by Max “Pedro” Petrogari 
blurry (and i am a tomboy) and my handwriting is boyish i guess... other than SAD NEWS FROM OUR GOOD FRIEND WHEAT: 
that, the review really made me smile... thanks! - sun wire : g Oca eM mehr ast cel 


Sekiguchi aka Billy from the Japanese 


rock'n'roll band Guitar Wolf died March 
31st from an apparent heart attack in his 


m—tld 
-3 4 
v © a Fj \ WA ZA TRE eR CIE Reels 
o H ‘ age. RIP Billy” 
Jim Morrison student film! Roctober is truly saddened by this news. 


_..BLUES SONGS ABOUT HIPPIES — yyw ifilm.convifilmdetail/2665896 Rag MOLAR TO MUTI IS al 
and have been good friends to the magazine 





The Hippies Are Trying" - Junior Wells Genius madness! r 
. "Maybe The Hippies Were Right" - Bob Margolin www.ultraeczema.com and our TV show, Chic-A-Go-Go. Also, 
. "Blues For Hippies" - Otis Spann Strut Your Stuff! astute Roctober readers will note that Billy 


. "Hippy Blues" - Slim Harpo http://streetstyle.drjays.com PCR a Ces Co) fal 
. "Hippie's Playground" - Wild Child Butler 3 death of the great Selena. A sad day indeed. 
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oU Want 
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Um... You Know that sona\| 
1S about a dangerous, 


delusional Stalket, 


\ don't You! 
) 


<i call you every day 
Awe Your answering Service San 
It Say You're Not at home 
So = call Youat Work ae 
And you Say you can't talk 
‘Cause You got to make money 
“Cause you need to pay Your bil lS. 
Whot Kind of relationship do we haver 
Wher a oaage on sit street 
u Just PasSS me , , 
Ywent even Spedkiaunat kind of 
relationship do we have! 70 
] You're Ike mom's Apple P! oe 
Sf You're Sweet Sweet Chae 


Oo sweet sweet swe 



























“mom s Apple Pie ~ Tyrone David (109) 
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TURPENTINE BROTHERS 


‘WE DON’T CARE ABOUT YOUR GOOD TIMES’ 
--- OUT NOW --- ON CD & LP --- 
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ONLY THE STRONG SUBSCRIBE! 


Don’t miss out on the best deal on earth.... 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ONLY $10 FOR 3 
ISSUES ($15 CAN/MEX, $20 WORLD) 


Subscriptions and back issues available w/ credit card 
online at www.dustygroove.com/roctober.html 
Check out roctober.com for more stuff 


NEW!!! ROCTOBER T-SHIRTS (AND MUGS) 


Available only online at www.cafepress.com/roctober 





Also check out www.cafepress/chicagogo 


ROCTOBER BACK ISSUES 


Send Concealed cash, Money Orders or Checks TO 
1507 E. 53RD ST. # 617 CHICAGO, IL 60615 


Make checks and M.O.'s out to Jake Austen 
BACK ISSUES AVAILABLE $4 EACH. ($5 CANADA, $6 WORLD) 
BOLD=INTERVIEW. /TALICS=COMIC 

#39 DIRTY WURDS, ANDY KAUFMAN, UNKNOWN HINSON, PETER 
BAGGE. QUEENHATERS, AL ARONOWITZ, NEW YORK DOLLS, RAMONES 
#38 TV ROCK - DAUGHTERS OF EVE, SNOOP VS. NARDWAUR III (W/ 
MAGIC JUAN), KING DIAMOND, HANNA BARBERA ROCKS, GOODIES, 
BEATLES, MONKS, CANNIBAL CORPSE, IDES OF MARCH, ART FEIN, 
JERRY LEE LEWIS, MARV WOLFMAN, BEHIND THE MUSIC EP GUIDE 
#36 CALIFORNIA GOLD ISSUE (W/ BONUS SID LAVERENTS CD) SID 
LAVERENTS, GAMMA GOOCHEE, GUY CHOOKOORIAN, ROY C., GENE 
SIMMONS, THOR, PUPPETMASTER BOB BAKER, CRIMSON SWEET, 
JERRY ZOLTEN, DIXIE HUMMINGBIRDS 


#34 ONE MAN BAND ENCYCLOPEDIA — OVER 1,000 ENTRIES! HASIL 
ADKINS, FRANKIE CAPRI, BROTHER DANIELSON, HOMER 
HENDERSON, KING LOUIE, IRON MAN MIKE CURTIS and hundreds more 


#33 NEGATIVE ELEMENT/STEPE BROTHERS, HANDSOME DICK, TRIO 
MOCOTO, C*NTS, MARGO GURYAN, SOLOMON BURKE, T. BUBBA 
BECHTOL, PEDRO BELL, NARDWUAR VS. JIMMIE “J.J.” WALKER, PAUL 
BURLISON - BONUS: NEGATIVE ELEMENT/STEPE BROTHERS CD 

#32 LIMITED SUPPLY - HIP HOP ISSUE - FAT BOYS, KATEY RED, NELLY , JIMMY 
CASTOR, 2 LIVE CREW, BUSTA RHYMES, VANILLA ICE, MYSTIC, SNOOP, DJ 
ASSAULT, RUFUS THOMAS, BLACK PUNK ROCK 1976-1983 

#30 ROBOT ROCK N ROLL, ARTHUR LEE MAYE, SCOTT RADINSKY, 
CAPTURED! BY ROBOTS, SHRIMPENSTIEN, GILBERT AND GEORGE, 
ROCKET FROM THE CRYPT, CAVESTOMP 2001, RICHARD AND THE 
YOUNG LIONS, SYNDICATE OF SOUND, TROGGS, BLOWFLY, ARCHER 
PREWITT, JUGHEAD, MARTIN AND LEWIS, DLR, SNOOP DOGG, CRISPY 
AMBULANCE, BRYAN GREGORY, ANDY STARR, JUNIOR BROWN 


#29 SAMMY DAVIS JR./MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL ISSUE: EUGENE 
CHADBOURNE, REV, NORB, LALI DONOVAN. MIKE LAVELLA, VIC 
BONDI, GEORGE TABB, DR. DANTE, MARK MURRMANN, CYNTHIA 
PLASTERCASTER, HR, JAMES BROWN, AC/DC, GRANDE OTELO, MILES 
DAVIS, THE MILLIONAIRE, THE RAT PACK, MARTIN & LEWIS, MARK 
ROBINSON, plus ABOUT 1,000 SAMMY DAVIS, JR. REVIEWS! 


#28 COMEDY/NOVELTY RECORDS ISSUE: REDD FOXX, RUDY RAY MOORE, 
THE DICKIES, KID CREOLE, ANDRE WILLIAMS, LOS STRAITJACKETS, T. 
VALENTINE, PAT BOONE, SWAMP DOGG, MACEO PARKER, XUXA, 
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#427 PSYCHEDELIC SUPERHEROES, PLASTIC PEOPLE OF THE UNIVERSE, 
MARVIN RAINWATER, D.J. FONTANA, CHUCK BERRY, KENNY WAYNE 
SHEPHERD, MISFITS, ROCK & WRESTLING, FLAMING LIPS, GREGG “MR. 
COMPILATION PRODUCER” GELLER, DAVID LEE ROTH, CHARLES 
SCHULZ, LITTLE RICHARD, WAX TRAX RECORDS, DON “SUGARCANE” 
HARRIS, SCREAMING JAY HAWKINS 


#26 COMICS GALORE ISSUE: CIBO MATTO, ALVIN CASH, BRUNETTI’S 
NANCY TRYOUTS, ROCK& WRESTLING, SPARKS, TIM MAIA, DAN CLOWES, 
MORTIIS, JOHNNY LEGEND, TERRY JACKS, MONKS, HALL OF DYNAMIC 
GREATNESS CALENDER 


#25 UPDATE ISSUE: JERRY BUTLER, HASIL ADKINS, CORDELL 

JACKSON, CHARLES WRIGHT, R. KELLY, THE FLYS, TRIKK BABY, 
KOTTONMOUTH KINGS, SCREAMING LORD SUTCH, ORION, MUMMIES, 

SAM THE SHAM, GOSPEL MIDGETS/JOY BOYZ, LOU CHRISTIE, ANDRE 
WILLIAMS, GEORGE ELLIOT, FELA, JOBRIATH, CRIME, THE PHANTOM, 

| THE FAST, SKIP SPENCE, KISS, DION MCGREGOR, EDDIE MONEY, BILLY 

| LEE RILEY, RONNIE DAWSON ‘ 
| 


| #24 VANILLA ICE, PATTI SMITH, THE NUGE, SUGAR PIE DESANTO, 
SWINGIN' NECKBREAKERS, G.G. ALLIN, ALBERT AYLER, STRAWBERRY 
SHORTCAKE, WIX , RAY SMITH, WAYNE WORLEY, WAYNE KEELING 


#21 ‘LIMITED SUPPLY’ SPICE GIRLS, CARL PERKINS, KASENETZ-KATZ, CRAMPS, 
DAVID ALLAN COE, MOE TUCKER, ANNABELLA LWIN, MORTIIS, THE 
MAKE*UP, EDIE ADAMS, SK/P SPENCE 

#20 *LIMITED SUPPLY* STH ANNIVERSARY, WEIRD AL, KISS, EQUALS, GOBLINS, 
GODZILLA, LOS CRUDOS, RUNAWAYS, DOLLY PARTON, ? (QUESTION MARK), 
WEST COAST POP ART EXPERIMENTAL BAND, JOHNNY THUNDERS 

#1 9*LIMITED SUPPLY* ROCKNROLL AIDS QUILT, RICKY WILSON, QUEEN, PETER 
ALLEN, LIBERACE, KLAUS NOMI, ESQUERITA, SYLVESTER, EAZY E, FOUNTAINS OF 
WAYNE, BO DUDLEY, MAYO THOMPSON, SHONEN KNIFE, PHAROAHS 

#18 *LIMITED SUPPLY* CHICAGO ROCK &SOUL TOUR, ALICE COOPER, EIGHT 
GREAT JEWS, TINY TIM, THE TRENIERS, MILT TRENIER 


#17 ZINE TRIBUTE ISSUE, ANDRE WILLIAMS, WALKER BROTHERS, ?, 
STANDELLS, JOHN HOLMSTROM, NICO, KICKS, DORA HALL, JANIS 
MARTIN, P-FUNK 

#16 *LIMITED SUPPLY* MONKEY ROCK'N'ROLL, DENNIS DUNAWAY, NEW COLONY 
6,? & THE MYSTERIANS, TYRONE DAVIS, SAMMY DAVIS, JR., MONKS, GOBLINS, 
HALL OF GREATNESS POSTER 


#15 JAYNE COUNTY, CYNDI LAUPER, OSCAR BROWN, JR., JOHN DOE, 
RON KITTLE, GEORGE STRAIT, OLIVIA NEWTON JOHN, LOU CHRISTIE, 
SERGE GAINSBOURG, WANDA JACKSON, LITTLE JIMMY SCOTT 


#14 *LIMITED SUPPLY* GO NUTS, R&B ECCENTRICS, KISS, WAYNE KRAMER, 
SAMMY, INCLUDES PUNK'NHEAD FLEXI DISC WITH SONGS BY GIRL TROUBLE, 
MCRACKINS, PEDRO, GOBLINS, BUTTERGLORY, SCISSOR GIRLS AND MORE! 


#13 GREAT AND SMALL ISSUE. JERRY LEE LEWIS, SUGARLOAF, KIDDIE- 
A-GO-GO, ROLLINS & ROKY, VELVET CRUSH, PEDRO BELL, THE MONKS, 
GARY GLITTER., THE HISTORY OF MIDGET ROCK: AND ROLL, , KENNY 
"R2D2 " BAKER, KID DYNAMITE, HFH, GARAGESHOCK, W/LDG/RL 
GOGORAMA BONUS HALL OF GREATNESS POSTER 



















THE BEST OF CHIC-A-GO-GO VIDEO! 62 
minutes of concentrated excitement featurin Ratso, Mi 
ate ce Dancers and tons of pee fate” 
including The Shirelles, Kelly Hogan, Bobby Conn 
MOTO, The Donnas, Cynthia Plaster Caster and MORE! 
Includes a special montage with hundreds of guests and 
comes in a deluxe box with King Velveeda art! Only $15 
a Chic-A-Go-Go - The Soundtrack CD! 
ver 30 tracks of musical madness! Onl 
\ ! 'y $5 ppd! 
Order both with check or m/o throught the mail from 
Roctober or use your credit card online from 
www.belugarecords.com 


guests 
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CHIC-A-GO-GO VIDEOS! 


Chic-A-Go-Go, Roctober's own Kid's TV Dance Show available on VHS. See stars 
lipsynch their hits! Each tape approx. 2 hours, in a custom box, recorded in SP mode 
Each volume is $10 ppd 
VOLUME 1: #1 w/ The Lone Ranger & 3 Blue Teardrops, # 2 w/Oscar Brown, 

Jr & The Kaisers, # 3 w/Andre Williams & The Goblins, # 4 w/ "Velvet Welk" 
VOLUME 2 #5 monks & Scissor Girls, #6Jan Terry #7 Leviathan, #8 Teee 
VOLUME 3: # 9 w/The Exotics and Treniers, # 10 w/ Pedro Bell & Dirty 
Wurds" # | 1w/Mink Oil, # 12 w/The Pharaohs 

VOLUME 4: # 13, Fireshock Special w/Volcanoes, Bouncing Balls, Chinese 
Millionaires, Hentchmen, Quadrajets, Goblins & The Crown Royals, # 14 w/Lord 
of Lightning & Bobby Conn, # 15 w/ Shonen Knife & New Rob Robbies, # 16 
Steppers Special w/ Herb Kent The Kool Gent 

VOLUME 5; # 17 ? & the Mysterians Special, # 18 Psychedelic special w/Red 
Krayola, # 19 Skateboards, #20 Monkey Rock'n'Roll 

VOLUME 6 #21 Filmfest # 22 w/ John Battles, # 23 w/ Slink Moss, #24 Goblins 
VOLUME 7: # 25, # 26 Fela Memorial, # 27 French Videos, # 28 w/Nerves 
VOLUME 8; #29 w/Idiot Box, #30 ads, #31 w/Stereotypes, #32 Singing Nun 
VOLUME 9:#33 masks, #34Halloween, #35w/Kweisi, #3 6w/Greenhouse 
VOLUME 10: #37 Kids, #38 International!, #39 X-Mas, #40 "Ha Ha Hanukah" 
VOLUME 11: #41 w/ Cramps & Frontier, #42 RocknRoll Heaven97, #43 w/ 
Chamber Strings, #44 w/ Utopia Carcrash 

VOLUME 12: #45 ,w/The El Dorados, #46 w/The Polkaholics & Guitar Wolf #47 
Hip Hop Sock Hop, #48 Millennium Videos 

VOLUME 13: #49 New York Dolls Special w/ Syl Sylvain, #50 Anniversary, #51 
w/John Huss, #52 Black Lone Ranger Memorial 

VOLUME 14:#53w/Sara B! & Creative Soul, #54w/Rockin' Johnny #55 w/Cynthia 
Plaster Caster & Dishes,# 56 Ballroom Dance Champs 

VOLUME 15:#57Goblin Pride, #58w/Steelers, #59w/Grand Theft Auto & 
Mustache, #60 Ratso at the WARP tour w/The Specials,Ozomotli, Aquabats 
VOLUME 16: #61 w/Geronimo, #62 w/Rockin' Billy, #63 German, #64 White Sox 
VOLUME 17: #65 Filmfest, #66 w/ Eiren Cassal, #67 w/Team Satan & Hoodoo 
Hoedown, #68 Soul-abration 

VOLUME 18 #69 w/The Krinkles. #7Baltimores, #71 Videos, #72 Sweet Thunder 
VOLUME 19#73 w/Monotrona, #74 Late, But Great '98, #75 75 Years of Chic-A- 
Go-Go!, #76 KISSUE Party 

VOLUME 20 #77 w/ Bo Dudley, #78 Mia's MTV Adventure w/Beck, Everlast, Soul 
Coughing, #79 w/ 6 Feet Over, #80 Swing Videos 

VOLUME 21 #81 Funkadelic Dance Party, #82 Birthday Bash w/ Lobstar, New 
Rob Robbies, Bouncing Balls, #83 Chic-A-Go Going to the Movies, #84 w/Astrid 
VOLUME 22 #85 Michael Jordan Party w/Shloinke, #86 PASSOVER IN 
PUPPETTOWN (50 min), #87 Youth Parade 

VOLUME 23#88Ronnie Rice & Carmelhed#89J. Davis Trio#90 VPK, #91 Videos 
VOLUME 24 #92 w/The Blacks & Tav Falco, #93 w/We Ragazzi, #94 Monkey 
Mania 2, #95 w/ Poi Dog Pondering Frank and House-O Matic 

VOLUME 25 #96 w/Quintron, Miss Pussycat, Sponge + Carter Lee Tribute, #97 
w/Prairie Town, #98 James Brown Dance Party , #99 Ratso goes EXTREME 
w/Motorhead, Marky Ramone, Impaler, Trash Brats, Texas Terri and more! 
VOLUME 26 #100 w/ Lou Christie,Vanilla Ice, Shirelles, The Mentally Ill, Otha 
Turner, Dickey Lee, Jello Biafra,DJ Curt & Ronnie Dawson (2 Hrs) 

VOLUME 27 #104 Cultural, #105 w/ Mr. Rudy Day, #106 w/Kung Fu Monkeys & 
Cats & Jammers #107 w/Alejandro Escovedo, Mainliner & The Creeps 
VOLUME 28 #108 w/The Donnas, Kim, Davie Allan, Knoxville Girls, Gentleman 
John Battles, #109 w/ Ebo Dadson and The Returnables, #110 LIVE! w/ Kelly 
Hogan, #111 w/ Pantyraid and The Puta-Pons 

VOLUME 29#1 12Videos #113The Havox#!14Mr. Wet & Pogo Cello#115 Movie! 
VOLUME 30 #116 w/Caketown Puppets, #117 w/ Pretty Things, Cibo Matto, Li’! 
Wally & Pansy Division, #118 w/M.O.T.0. & Lynnard’s Innards, #119 Puppet Films 
VOLUME 31 #120 Garage Hoedown, #121 w/Deals Gone Bad, Know Budget, 
American Dream, DJ Kurt , #122 Ha Ha Hanukah, #123 w/Phenomenal Cat 
VOLUME 32 #124 Soozers, #125 Twang Bang, #126 Alan Gillett#127Gone ‘99 
VOLUME 33 #128 w/monks, Demolition Dollrods, Bobby Joe Ebola, #129 
Cavestomp! w/Chocolate Watchband, Vipers, Dead Moon, 5-6-7-8s, Hatebombs, 
#130 Cavestomp! w/Standells, Gravedigger V, Mooney Suzuki, Loons, 
Greenhornes, #131 Goblins-Return of the Pharoahs 

VOLUME 34 New Year's Party w/El Dorados & Bobby Conn(2hr) 

VOLUME 35 #136 w/Milt Trenier & Tub Ring, #137 w/Rico & Loraxx, 138 
w/Fernando Jones & Flaming Lips, #139 w/Teenage Frames & Ray St. Ray 
VOLUME 36 #140 Passover In Puppettown 2000, #141 w/ Ted Ansani, #142 w/ 
The Smugglers & L’il Shorties, #143 Rockabilly Hoedown w/ Billy Lee Riley, 
Deke Dickerson, Marvin Rainwater, Sonny Burgess & Sleepy Labeef 

VOLUME 37 #144 Film Fest Pt. 1 w/ Groundspeed #145 Pt. 2 w/ Lisa Brandt & 
Star Vehicle #146 Celeda 147 Marvin Tate’s D-Settlement & Big Angry Fish 
VOLUME 38 #148 WACKY WIDEO WAR III, #149 WACKY WIDEO WAR IV, 
#150 RATSO: BEHIND THE MUSIC, #151 w/ Swamp Dogg & Esham 

VOLUME 39 #152 w/Sleater-Kinney & Evil Beaver, #153 w/ Eiffel 65 & Briar, 
154 w/ Jim “Annoying Music” Nayder, 155 Los Straitjackets & OK GO 
VOLUME 40 #156 w/Hanson & The Bangs, #157 Hot Clips, #158 w/Alan Gillett, 
Cynthia Plaster Caster, KIM, M.O.T.O., Goblins, #159 w/ Bobby Conn, 
Gentleman John, Goblins, Kim, Cats & Jammers 

VOLUME 41 #160 Clips 2, #161 w/T. Valentine & Dementia Thirteen, #162 
w/Art Loinz, #163 w/CGC 

VOLUME 42 #164 Awards, #165 Diversity #166 w/Eddie C. Campbell & Drag 
King, #167 w/ Airbrush & Unshown 

VOLUME 43 #168 LIVE w/ Buh Zombie & Andrew Bird’s Bowl of Fire, #169 
Chic-A-Go-Go in ST. LOUIS w/Beatle Bob, Ouija, Sexicolor, Fran U.K., The 
Bubble Swami, #170 MEMPHIS w/ Cordell Jackson, The Masqueraders & Ernest 
C. Withers, #171 NEW ORLEANS w/ Miss Pussycat, 25 Suaves, Tasty 6, Stuckups 
VOLUME 44 #172 w/ Happy Supply & Los Crudos, #173 w/Tokyo Expando & 
Causey Way, #174 Outsider Special w/Hasil Adkins, Daniel Johnston, Irwin 


7 


Chusid, Tapico, Weslet Willis, The Big Doowopper, Frank Pugno & Clate “The 
Unknown Great” Cooper, #175 Ha Ha Hanukah 2000 

VOLUME 45 #176 w/Joan Baby & Samantha Arndt, #177 w/Earwig Spectre, 
#178 Sammy Davis Jr Special Pt. | w/ Herc, #179 w/Acid Mother’s Temple, The 
Bellrays, Blowfly, Bratmobile, The Dictators, Pamela Des Barres, Shellac 
VOLUME 46 #180 In Heaven They Be 2G, #181 w/Undefined & The Hip Hopper, 
#182 w/Emperor Penguin, The Motion, Reagan National Crash Diet, #183 
w/Jerry “The Iceman” Butler, The El Doradoes, Masqueraders, Otis Clay 
VOLUME 47 #184 w/ T. Valentine, Magas, The Goblins, Hoodoo Hoedown, 
Gussie, Cynthia Plaster Caster, & Straightedge Santa, #185 Sammy Davis Tribute 
Pt. 2 w/ All Star Sammy Karaoke featuring Thax, Shappy & more, #186 w/ Elmore 
James, Jr. & XBXRX, #187 w/ Zora Young & Tallulah 

VOLUME 48 #188 Sammy Davis Jr. Tribute Pt. 3 w/Maestro Harrell, 
#189w/Jimmie Lee Robinson, Frank “Little Sonny” Scott & Ruby Keeler, #190 
w/The Eternals & The Mashers, #191 Passover In Puppettown 2001 

VOLUME 49#192Harvey Sid, Selby Tigers, Cattivo, Laurie Berkner,Canned 
Hamm# 193Potpouri#194Chestnut Station, John Greenfield #195Frisbie, Mystechs 
VOLUME 50 #196 The Mulqueens#197Best of ‘96#198Best of ‘97#199Best of ‘98 
VOLUME 51 Chic-A-Go-Go 200! 

VOLUME 52 #204 Best of ‘00, #205 Danielson & Sonnets, #206 Good Rats, 7000 
Dying Rats & Racoons, #207 Fugazi, Competitorr, The Ex, American Boyfriends 
VOLUME 53 #208: Blues #209: Ladyfest #210: Best of ‘99 #211: Pinball Party 
VOLUME 54 #212: w/ Kevin Tehista and Edith Frost #213X: Rattina! #214: 
Rattina at Ladyfest pt. | w/ E.S.G., Le Tigre, Danielle Howle, Radical 
Cheerleaders, C.C. Carter, Amy Ray, the Need #215: Pt. 2: G-Blast, Bratmobile, 
the Butchies, Mystic, Rainbow Sugar, Rash, Pirate Cheerleaders & Apartment. 
VOLUME 55 #216: Inspirational Special! #217: Live w/ Huck Finn and Absorb 
#218: w/ ABPK & Arch Visceral Parlor #219 Michael Jackson Dance Party 
VOLUME 56 #220: Halloween w/ Plastic Crimewave and the Fake & the 
Coctails! #221: Ratso's Monster Videos #222: w/ Slim Cessna #223: Drum Buddy 
VOLUME 57 #224: w/ Tom Dailey & the Phantom 3 #225: w/ the Honeybees and 
the Silverbacks! #226: Ha Ha Hanukah 2001! #227: Fifth Annual Film Fest 
VOLUME 58 #228: w/ Misty Martinez, Rhythm Chicken & Detachment Kit 
#229 w/ EE, Rael Raen & DJ Bob A. #230: All Stars...in Stereo! with Stereolab & 
Stereo Total #231: w/ Butthole Surfers, Momus, Quasi, Chargers Street Gang, 
Flaming Stars & The Singing Psychic 

VOLUME 59 #232 Forgotten By No One ’01 #233 Cavestomp! w/ Mark Lindsey, 
The Creation, Downliners Sect, Big Sandy, Los Straitjackets #234 w/ Bric-A- 


:Brac & 3 Dollar Bill w/ Artie "Bluesboy" White & El Doradoes 


VOLUME 60 #236 Best Of 2001 #237 6" Annual Film Fest #238 w/ Rudy Ray 
Moore & The Come Ons #239 w/ English Softhearts & Farm Team 

VOLUME 61 #240 Hip Hop Special #241 ] w/ The Staple Singers, 

The WVON Good Guys & LeRoy Crume of the Soul Stirrers 

#242 w/ Red Planet, Chris Lee, Bad Religion, BMRC, Mushroomhead, 

Vertonen, Starlister, Vulture and 36 Invisibles #243 Passover In Puppettown 2002 
VOLUME 62 #244w/ Bless & Herc #245 w/ Convulsions & Strange Attractor 
#246 He Is My Rock...Will You Be My Roll? Pt. | #247 He Is My Rock Pt. 2 
VOLUME 63 #248 w/Mascots & Kelly Kessler#249w/ Organ Wolf & Snax #250 
500 Guests! #251w/Wildbunch, Andrew WK, Crimson Sweet, Kings & Settler 
VOLUME 64 #252 Rockin' Johnny & Jesse Scinto #253 Stonefish & Scribble 
Monster #254 Los Shut Up & Defender #255 Bobby Bland, Jr. & Triple Process 
VOLUME 65 #256 Embrooks, Holly Golightly, Clinic, Headcoats & Lost Prophets 
#257 John Battles #258 Rah Bras & GC5 #259 Gravy Train & Hawnay Troof 
VOLUME 66 Miss Mia & Ratso In New Orleans #260: Rebirth Brass Band, 

Guitar Gable, The Lollipops & Warren Storm #261: w/ Paul Burlison, Scotty 
Moore, Herb Remington, Tony Joe White & Earl Palmer #262: w/ John Primer, 
Magic Slim, Gatemouth Moore & Jody Williams #263: w/ Jerry McCain, Kenny 
Brown, Calvin Newborn & Lazy Lester 

VOLUME 67 #264: w/ Velcro Lewis, Little Larry Hudson #265; w/ Mah Johngg 
& Liz Manville #266: w/ Finches, Flying Luttenbachers, Big Jay Mcneely, 

Frank Black, Tracy+The Plastics, Lightning Bolt #267: Weird Music Videos! 
VOLUME 68 #268: LIVE w/ Jamaican 1 Man Band & King Louie 1 Man Band 
#269: w/ Captured! By Robots!, Mooney Suzuki, Cherry Valence & The Locust 
#270: w/ Ancient Greeks & The Jeremiad, #271: w/ The Afflictions & King Kong 
VOLUME 69 #272 |ManBand Videos #273 Earwig Spectre, King Louie, 
Jamaican One Man Band & John Battles #274 Uno-A-Go-Go Pt. 1! #275 Pt. 2 
VOLUME 70 #276: X Mas X-travaganza w/ Royce & Foamula, #277 Ha Ha 
Hanukah2002 #278 The Best of X-Mas! #279 w/ The Paybacks, Shadow Tribe 
VOLUME 71 #280 Human Beat Box Party! #281 w/ Stag Party, The Forty-Fives, 
Offwhyte, Cordero #282 Best of 2002 #283 Heaven Did They Go To '02 
VOLUME 72 #284 w/ Gidget's Ga Ga & Oxymoronation #285 w/ The Witches & 
Damon*Lamar #286 Seventh Annual Film Fest #287 Music Video Jamboree 
VOLUME 73 #288 w/ Danger Adventure & The M’s #289 w/ Juzt Nutz & The 
Gelflings #290 Hip Hop Special w/ Illa #291 w/ The Crookshanks & Rakehell 
VOLUME 74 #292 7" Anniv. #293 Best of Fantasy Dance Pt. 1 #294 Pt, 2 #295Pt. 3 
VOLUME 75 #296 w/ Passover In Puppettown #297 w/ Video Jamboree II 

#298 w/ Magas & Grinner #299 w/ Brendon Massei & Vortis 

VOLUME 76 #300 Gene Chandler, LaDonna Tittle#301 Superstars of Love, Bud 
Melvin & 2 Girls with Guy Names #302 Tijuana Hercules, Count The Stars, 
French Kicks, Crooked Fingers Lloyd Kaufman & Toxic Avenger #303 Videos 
VOLUME 77 #304 Farm Crew #305 Bus Boys, Bangers & Mash, Bob Baker & 
his Marionettes & Miss Joy #306 w/ Snoop Dogg, Shakes, Guy Chookoorian, Sid 
Layarents & Superman! #307 Meet Nardwuar The Human Serviette w/ 
Evaporators, Rahzel, Jimmie Walker, Gene Simmons & Thor the Metal God! 
VOLUME 78 #308 w/ Pat Smillie & Fourth Rotor #309 w/ Tortoise & Finesha 
#310 X-Mas! #311 w/ Phenoms, Busy Kids, Spoon & Rocket From the Crypt 
VOLUME 79 #312 w/ The Shifties & Janet Bean #313 w/Pod Blatz & Scotland 
Yard Gospel Choir #314 Art Party #315 w/ Shooting Blanks, Dismemberment 
Plan, Paris, TX, Jets To Brazil & TV On The Radio 

VOLUME 80 #316 DETROIT #317 NEW YORK #318 JAPAN #319 ENGLAND 
VOLUME 81 #320 w/ Chris Pepper & The Goblins #321 w/ Music Videos #322 w/ 
Analog Radio & Deuce #323 w/ Juviter’s Child and The Watchers 


nn lr itd eee 





VOLUME 82 #324 Halloween! #325 w/ Bobby Bland, Jr. #326 Bubblegum w/ Toni 
Wine, Mark Volman, Artie Ripp #327 w/ Tecora Rogers & Bob Log iil 
VOLUME 83 #328 HA HA HANUKAH #329 w/ Gene “Daddy G” Barge & Bon 
Mots #330 w/ Archer Prewitt & Mark Stampley #331 w/ The Nervous 
VOLUME 84 #332 LIVE HOLIDAYS! w/ Gidget’s Ga Ga#333 A Public Domain 
X-Mas #334 Garage Rock! #335 Groovy Movies w/ Superst: of Love 
VOLUME 85 #336 Nearer God to Thee ’03! #337 Jenny Choi, Seven Harkey & 
Rat Patrol #338 Bobby Conn & Ernie Hines #339 Califone & Finesha and Porsha 
VOLUME 86 #340 Ratso One on One! #341 w/ The Presidents #342 w/ Seksu 
Roba & Slow News Day #343 w/ Fetor & Otis Taylor 
VOLUME 87 #344 8" Anniversary! #345 Classic Sullivans &Functional Blackouts 
#346 The Dials & The Avatars#347 w/New Black, Mary Timony & Kelly Hogan 
VOLUME 88 #348 w/ Pala & Mystechs, #349 w/ The Paperbacks & Zerostars, 
#350 Advice For the Kids! #351 w/Miss Alex White & Chin Up, Chin Up 
VOLUME 89 #352 w/ Jim Jarmusch #353 w/ Georgia Greenberg & fake Shaggs 
#354 w/ No More Lies and the Peelers #355 w/ Sharkula & Aaron Ackerson 
VOLUME 90 #356 Best of Chic-A-Go-Go Punk Rock #357 w/ Artless and DJ 
Shoulders #358 w/ Wonderloaf and Amoreys #359 w/ Bang Bang, Von Bondies, 
Neééd New Body, & Mark & Mike (American Movie) 
VOLUME 91 #360 Girl Talk & Telephone Company #361 Oneida & Baseball 
Furies #362 Dan Sperry & Rockets Over Sweden #363 Karaoke Dokies! 
VOLUME 92 #364 Groovy Movies & Music Videos #365 Best of the El Train Line! 
#366 Monster Party w/Jack Hill and George Romero #367 Hooray ids! 
VOLUME 93 #368 Happy Birthday Michael Jackson! #369 w/ Azita Mahjongg 
#370 w/ Fun Club & Telenovela #371 Rick James Tribute w/ S: Pin 
VOLU 94 #372 Ramones Tribute #373 Makin’ A Video w/ The Webb Bros. 
#374 T GO-GO! #375 Karaoke Against Racism 
VOLUME 95 #376 Werewolves & Heywood Wakefield #377 w/ Paul Frank & Pal 
#378 Branches, Sunday Runners & Scream Club #379 HA HA HANUKAH 2004 
VOLUME 96 #380 Micheaux Fest w/ Tim Reid #381 Windy City Rollers & The 
Grackles #382 W/ Manhandlers & Epicycle #383 Lord of the Yum Yum, DJ 
Spooky, Legendary Stardust Cowboy, Klogz & Frump -The All-Mom Punk Band 
7#384Films#385Public Domain X-Mas1.2 #386 Best ‘04 #387 Videos 
8 #388 NEW YEAR’S! #389 w/ TODD BOWIE & BRUTE FORCE 
T IN THE GROOVES party #391 HEAVEN EVERMORE 04 
99 #392 w/ BIG BUILDINGS #393 w/ ROBO SAPIEN & WALKIE 
Festival #395 9'* Annual Film Fest 
EST OF MISS MIA #397 50 YEARS OF ROCK N 

IN MARCH! #399 9" ANNIVERSARY SPECIAL 
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BLACK TIE DYNASTY [DARYL] 


“This Stays Between Us" “Ohio” 


Also available, releases from: 
The Fags, Old 97's, Centro-matic, pAper chAse & Will Johnson and more. 





Purchase downloads at iTunes and www.audiolunchbox.com 
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Neon Leon 
Alive and Well! 


by James Porter 





Some years back, in Roctober’s exhaustive rundown of Black 
punk rockers from the 1976-1983 era, we wrote about Neon 
Leon. Up to then, Leon had been a mystery figure to us. You'd 
see old ads in New York Rocker magazine for shows at 
CBGB’s and Max’s Kansas City and invariably Neon Leon 
would be listed, supporting bigger, more widely-known acts on 
the same bill, You’d pick up an issue of Rock Scene, and there 
he was hanging out. When the romance between Nancy 
Spungen and Sid Vicious came fo its tragic, ultimate conclusion 
(see sidebar), Leon was interviewed at length about his 
Chelsea Hotel neighbors. Yet, actual factoids on the man and 
his career were insanely hard to come by. But, the power of 
the Internet can’t be denied — after our article ran online 
(where it still resides and is occasionally updated at 
www.roctober.com/roctober/blackpunk1), Leon himself 
replied, motivated to right the wrongs he felt the article 
contained (specifically to defend himself against this quote 
from The Fast’s vocalist Paul Zone: "His act sucked, you can 
ask anyone. But he was a great guy. We really liked him. He 
was a coke dealer with a blonde white stripper girlfriend. He 


E1. 


goes way back on the scene, before punk, like 1974.”). Unlike 
many of the more prominent members of the legendary 
original punk scene, Leon is a survivor who (thanks to a 
Josephine Baker-like European expatriate career) has kept 
working and led a successful, interesting life since those good 
ol’ days at Max’s slowed to a crawl and died. Legs McNeil 
and Gillian McCain really should have tried to track him down 
for their punk oral history Please Kill Me, as his memories of 
those days are vivid, as if he’d just lived it a couple of days 
ago. And it went a little something like this... 


ROCTOBER: The first thing | want to say is how’d it start, how’d 
you get into music, period? 

NEON LEON: Starting, | was hanging out in South Jersey and 
I'd see all these TV programs. But | was always interested in 
music and a lot of people, like my family, were musicians and 
blues guys and things like this...it was a very interracial, mixed 
family. The family reunion would be like, the country dudes 
would come from the South, (listening to) Johnny Cash and 
Elvis Presley and things like this and Little Richard, then you 
have, like the other family that was from North Jersey and stuff 
and they were like into be-bop jazz. | heard all this music all 
the time so, secretly, | wanted to be a musician. | was so 
overpowered by my relatives, | thought ‘wow, | never could be 
this good.’ It was like a fantasy. Then all this stuff happened, 
you know, with Zeppelin and the Stones and all this stuff and 
its kinda like bluesy. And | was like ‘whoa, man’ and my sister 
had all these records, you know. And | said, ‘yeah, this is like 
really it.’ So | was hanging out in Philadelphia and we 
decided, ‘okay, let’s make a band.’ | could play a little bit...but 
uh, nothing to write home about. So we decided to start a 
band. And the next thing, we got a gig opening for the New 
York Dolls, 

Oh, what band was this? 

It was called Neon Leon and the Rainbow Express. 

Okay, and what instrument did you play? 

| played guitar and | was the front man. Honi O’Rourke was 
the bass player. she became the bass player because all the 
other bass players were trying to tell me how to play my music. 
Would this have been like 1973 when you opened up for the 
Dolls? 

That was like ‘73. '73,'74 period. 

And how did this go? 

It went really good, it was like a gig with the New York Dolls. 
And we did that, and you know, backstage, | was like, you 
know, ‘| wanna make it, blah, blah blah, what should | do?’ 
And they said, ‘Well, you gotta get outta here.’ | said, ‘yeah, 
but where should | go?’ And they said ‘you should come to 
New York.’ And | said, ‘But | don’t know anybody in New 
York.’ And they said, ‘Well, you know us.’ And | said, ‘Yeah, 
can | have a number or something?’ They said, ‘Yeah, of 
course, of course, no problem. Take this number, come in to 
New York and call me.’ Me and Johnny (Thunders), we got 
along, so, | could believe it, you know, | thought they were just 
being nice. But then we played around for another year and 
we got a lot better doing South Philly and things like that, so 
finally, | said ‘Wow, its time. Lets go.’ We went up there, Honi 
O'Rourke and | went first and we hung out first cuz the Holiday 
Inn wouldn’t take us; we looked weird. So | said ‘the Chelsea 








Hotel, they had Jimi Hendrix and all these people.’ So we 
parked our car in front of the hotel and there was a sign saying 
‘No Standing.’ But being from South Jersey, we didn’t know 
that meant ‘No Parking.’ ‘No Parking’ means ‘No Parking,’ 
and we thought ‘Oh, you can’t stand there.’ So we parked the 
car there, of course the next day we thought it was stolen. The 
police stole it. So then we were kinda like homeless, you 
know, because we didn’t pay our rent, and the money was the 
car and the car was towed. But actually, it was a blessing in 
disguise, so | called this number (of Johnny Thunders) what the 
hell, right? | called, and he says ‘hey, come on, over,’ and he 
remembered who | was. They had a loft right next to the 
Chelsea Hotel, and in that loft also was this new group called 
Kiss rehearsing, who were like the rejects... 

Ha, little did we know... 

..you know, there was like a fascist element in the scene. It 
wasn’t called ‘punk,’ but some people wanted to dictate how 
you should be, and what was ‘hip,’ other musicians. So, in a 
way, they didn’t want any other opinions, it was like ‘this is 
what we wear.’ And | was kinda like, ‘nah, I’m wearing this,’ 
you know? | didn’t start playing rock,music to have some other 
people tell me what to do...even if they were musicians. I’ve 
got my own vision. So, | had like a mixed attitude from some 
of the people, from some of the other artists, you know what | 
mean? They were like ‘Ohh, he sucks.’ ‘Yeah, but | draw 
more people than you.’ We had quite a bit of underground 
success, people didn’t really know what to do with us at the 
time because Honi was really the first female bass player on 
the scene. It wasn’t Tina (Weymouth) from Talking Heads, they 
hadn’t even gotten to New York yet. You know what | mean? 
People came up to me like Paul Zone, Miki Zone (of The Fast), 
he was cool. Paul gota little strange sometimes, and of course 
they were very competitive but we looked at it as not a 
competition, we figured all we had to do was be the best us 
and there were wouldn't be anybody better at being us than 
us. So therefore, there’s no race to win, you're just busy being 
yourself. We didn’t get a major record deal, but | mean, the 
Rolling Stones picked us up, out of all the groups playing on 
the scene and took us to London where we lived for almost two 
years. 

Now what year was this? 

This is ‘76. 

Since the Stones took you in, how come you didn’t record for 
their label? 

Well, we had two ways to go. Mick had said ‘we can do it this 
way (record you for Rolling Stones Records), or a lot of groups 
in London now are making their own labels. And then you can 
-eally learn about the music business and actually, there'll be 
more money in it for you.” Just because you signed to a major 
doesn’t mean you're gonna make any money. You know, say 
a CD's 15 bucks, maybe you'll get a dollar, and out of that 
dollar, okay, there's, part of that goes to management, right? 
Then its split between the group and then there’s taxes on it. 
The record company makes $14, So Mick and them, they 
gave me money to start my own label, so | made this label, 
right? And | wrote this song, “Rock and Roll’s Alive in New 
York City,” which became kinda like an underground anthem. 
It was on our label, and people kinda laughed, but we had 
been to London now. 
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Now what was the name of this label? 

It was called Big Deal Records. And a guy named James 
Karnback who worked with David Maysles, the Maysles 
Brothers on the film, Gimme Shelter, with David Dalton on the 
Stones books, and he also worked for Dick Clark Productions 
with all these, like videos you see from the old days of black 
and white, of all the Beatles and this stuff? 

Yeah. " 

He used to dig those tapes out of the trash in back of the Ed 
Sullivan Theater. He collected all of it and copyrighted all of it, 
and owns all of it. Whenever you see this old footage of The 
Stones, or any of these groups like that, he owns it and you 
have to rent it from him. So he knew a lot of people. | said 
‘okay, you can manage our label and the group.’ So we 
joined forces and we sent the thing around to try to get 
distribution and we were rejected, I’d say, by every label in 
New York. Jeff Stein came over, his biggest film was for The 
Who, The Kids Are Alright. | met him just when he flew back 
from (Keith) Moon’s place. He was a friend of Karnback. And 
his brothers Leyland Stein and Kevin Stein, they wrote books 
for the Rolling Stones and stuff like this, so it was a really 
interesting group of people | was around...who didn’t think | 
sucked. You follow? 

Yeah. 

So, my so-called ‘punk’ music was more blues based. | would 
do things like play Reggae songs and we were supposed to be 
loud, hard, faster and faster. 

Now a lot of punk bands started dipping in to Reggae, were 
you the first, or one of the first? 
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I think so. We were in London, ‘76 to ‘77, righ’ 
only thing that was coming close to kinda like where we were 
at was The Clash and none of it was called ‘punk.’ Don Letts 
worked down the street from the apartment that | had on 
King’s Road. By this time, we were an unsigned band and we 
had loads of money because the Stones were supporting 
us...which was better than the label supporting us because the 
label we had to pay back, follow? Jeff Stein came over and 
heard us at the Diplomat Hotel and freaked out. He says ‘I 
wanna co-manage.’ We said ‘okay.’ So he says ‘Okay, I'll 
put some money into your label.’ ‘Alright.’ ‘And you can sell 
them at Bleecker Bob’s, you can sell them at the gigs, it'd be 
better because then you don’t have to pay anyone any money 
or anything.’ And we weren’t really interested in being the 
world’s most famous group, we were kinda like, wanted to 
keep our vision. It’s kinda idealistic, so we did that. The next 
thing we know, Jeff calls up and says ‘I’ve got great news, Dr. 
Pepper Concerts in the Park wants to use the music for the TV 
spot, advertising the concerts in the park, you'll get like a fee 
for this, you'll get a percentage.’ ‘Yeah, okay, great.’ So | 
was like ‘wow, I’m glad that me and Honi O’Rourke own the 
label.’ So we did that deal. The next thing that happened 
was, this won the Millimeter Magazine Award for commercial 
spots, the song that was rejected by every label for not being 
commercial winds up being the commercial thing for the all the 
KROQ stations. We did a deal with all the KROQ stations - for 
every KROQ station throughout the United States...with this 
spot made by Jeff Stein. So, then it became a case of too 
much, too soon, you know? So then we had loads of dough, 
that’s when the rot sets in because then people are feeling 
they're rock stars. So here comes the excessive drug use and 
Playboy bunnies who wanna fuck you, not because of who you 
are, but because they saw you on the TV or on the magazine 
or standing next to Mick Jagger and they figure ‘okay, well, if | 
give him a blow job, you know, | can go to the party with him, 
then | can give Mick one’ or whatever. But then | did lots of 
celebrity parties, the group, we went to this other level, where 
we would play like JP’s and Trax on the Upper West Side for 
music interested parties, like if The Who had a party, we'd be 





hired to play at their release party. The Stones “Some Girls” 
party we did...so then we started showcasing for people like 
Ahmet Ertegun. And meanwhile, half the band is getting more 
and more high, you know? So then, with the excessive drug 
use, the backstabbing thing starts, this, that and so forth. 

Finally, I’d met this Swedish model, | was really in love with her 
and we were hanging a lot, and she was always talking about 
‘Oh, you should go to Europe again.’ So | wanted the band to 
go to Europe, but some of them were too stoned and forgot 
what | was talking about. Finally we decided to have a 

concert in Central Park. So the management figures out how 
we could throw a thing in Central Park, with ten other bands 
with us headlining. And I'll never forget the posting, ‘Neon 
Leon and his group are having a free concert with ten bands in 
Central Park,’ which we paid for. What happened was the two 
guitar players were best friends, and their girlfriends were best 
friends who were porn stars, two girls: Sharon Mitchell and 
Ming Toy, all out in San Francisco. And we were surrounded 
by all these really hot porn girls, you know? Suzie London and 
Vanessa Del Rio and all this stuff, before the whole scene of 
that moved to California. | mean, | wasn’t a porn star (as Syl 
Sylvain implied in a previous issue of Roctober), | did music for 
porn films...these chicks were like our girlfriends. That was 

kind of funny, but then the one girl, Sharon Mitchell's best 
friend, went and married Sharon’s boyfriend at the time who 
was in the band, and vice versa. These two friends became 
enemies for awhile. So they didn’t want to play with each 

other, naturally, but we had a show to put on. So our tour 
manager, Big Steve, who was also a biker, had to threaten 
them with their lives that this show would go on. And | 

realized the dream is over. So | said ‘Now what?’ and my 
girlfriend said ‘Well, you've never been to Stockholm, I'd love 
for you to come to Stockholm.’ So | said, ‘Why not?’ 

What year is this now? 

This is ‘81, August of 81. So | said ‘well, lets go to Holland 
first, because | met a guy through Mick Jagger named Everett 
Wilbrink who was a head for A&R for Ariola out of Holland 
which became Ariola BMG. So | told him | was coming over 
and he says ‘oh, you're welcome, we might have a project for 
you to take care of.’ So | flew to Holland with my girlfriend 
and we checked into this great hotel and there was a guy 
named Herman Broad who was datin Nina Hagen. | guess 
Herman was Holland’s biggest rock star, along with Golden 
Earring. A notorious junkie, but a good artist and a great 
painter also. They felt that he needed fresh energy and they 
figured since I’ve been around Keith Richards a lot and Johnny 
Thunders and stuff, | could handle it. But outta six rehearsals, 
he showed up for two, nodded out at both ones before the 
third song, and we said ‘well, | guess Herman's not ready,’ 
which was fine, and they paid our expenses. My girlfriend 
said “maybe we go to Sweden.’ And | said ‘Lets go to 
Germany first.’ But | didn’t like the German police at the time, 
| was paranoid, so then we went to Sweden. We were a little 
spaced out as far as her parents were concerned. They were 
like, very wealthy, so they put us out in this part of Sweden 
called Lake Vaaren where people have summer houses and 
gave us a boat and some fishing poles and said ‘get normal.’ 
So that was like going to rehab. So we were there for like a 
month and boy did we feel a lot better. We had New York out 
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of our systems so to speak. Then we went into Stockholm and people 
told us to go in to this club called Bad News. So we went to this 
place, Bad News and there was Hanoi Rocks and Pierre Gestler...and 
all these people were like the meat of the Scandinavian rock scene. | 
walked in, and some people knew me from the Sid Vicious scandal 
and some of the press from that and from Max’s Kansas City. There 
was a guy there named Sanyi Tandan who worked for a label in 
Scandinavia, and was promoting all these things. He had just signed 
Hanoi Rocks. He actually was the person responsible for starting the 
glam rock movement with the Dolls and Hanoi Rocks and | think 
California copied it because there was no Motley Criie or any of that 
stuff. Sanyi said to me ‘oh, and another guy, oh, you're Neon Leon?’ 
And | said, ‘yeah.’ And they said ‘what are you doing here?’ | said, 
‘| dunno, I’m hanging out, writing songs, you know, traveling around.’ 
And he says ‘oh, you have any new songs?’ | said, ‘yeah, | just wrote 
this new one.’ He says ‘are you on a label?’ | say, ‘no.’ He says, 
‘well, would you like to make a single?’ | say, ‘could be.’ He says 
‘well, come by the office tomorrow.’ Four days later, | was signed. 
Then that song was made, that was called ‘Movin in the Right 
Direction,’ it went to like number four on the Swedish New Wave 
charts. 

They had a separate chart for New Wave? 

Yeah. It was very progressive. Now, Europe freaked me out, 
especially Scandinavia. | mean, because the government would 
sponsor your rehearsal room. You'd write to them and say, ‘okay, 
we’re a reggae band.’ And once a month the people come by and 
listen to you, and they’d give you another month so that then you 
could do music, because the country realized the music business was 
good, it was good, it gave them something to do, whatever. And that 
kinda started my Scandinavian thing. So | come back to New York, | 
didn’t have my band anymore, so I’d would jam with people, then | 
would fly back to Scandinavia and I’d have a band and we'd play 
and the gigs kept getting bigger and bigger. | kept doing that, doing 
London, doing tours with Johnny Thunders and Hanoi Rocks and Lords 
Of The New Church and all this stuff, | was Mr. Support. Whenever 
people from New York would come over, they would look me and my 
guitars up because we have rock and roll central, one block from the 
biggest rock club that anybody would play from Winter to Stevie Ray 
Vaughn. Everybody would come over to our house to meet girls or 
get smashed or whatever. So | stayed there because | felt like a king, 
you know? The rest of it really didn’t matter, you know, my life 
changed to the point where | had my fantastic girlfriend, had bands, 
we played festivals, we’d played things called Folk Park Tours which 
are like for five thousand up in the summer time in Scandinavia...and 
then the rot set in. 

Pardon me for asking, but what year was this? 

The festivals? This is like ‘82, ‘83, ‘84, ‘85, | came: back to the states 
to do the Ritz in New York on the Lower East Side. 

When you came back to New York to do the Ritz, were there any 
people left over from the 70s that still remembered it? 

Yeah, it was packed. | remember Bruce Springsteen came, Miami 
Steve...they actually, really supported me. | didn’t have to play. Just 
getting the residuals from this KROQ stuff and winning the commercial 
industry (equivalent of the) Oscar. Then | got married and after three 
years, my wife flipped out because | would tour and she’d be home 
with her girlfriends and they would do cocaine, and | found ‘hey, you 
can’t do cocaine and all this shit and tour,’ so | became very straight 
and health-freak, and she became Courtney Love. So lost the house, 
lost the car, lost the kids, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, you know and so 
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SID & NANCY...& LEON 


FTE a ea aa aTIAae aan om om ane nL 
but also because they are fascinating, here are some historical 
Pattee Aa ULL BA L LRLL eaeN 
‘He Said He Was Going To Kill’ by David Hershkovits and 
Lesley Vinson (Soho Weekly News, Oct. 19-25, 1978) 
British rock musician Sid Vicious was arrested last week and 
TUM MIT omer me me Lei mem NS 
wife, Nancy Spungen, at the Chelsea Hotel on West 23rd Street. 


SOCAN Oa PEL MUNN meme 
by a phone call from Vicious. The former member of the Sex 
Pistols rock group had registered at the hotel with Nancy in late 
PNT Tee POLE St eee Lo 

Nancy’s body lay face-up in the bathroom, her head underneath 
the sink. She had been stabbed in the stomach and her black lace 
eR Um oc een CR tae MORO Se LLC 


Perel om Ce voc men | Ames Ll 

On Friday the 13th bail was set at $50,000 despite the objections 

of Assistant District Attorney Kenneth Schachter, who claimed 

Pra Tome Co CCTM ae om cer ce oR eur ECan ned 

eat ae 

During the hearing Malcolm McLaren, former Sex Pistols 

man: arrived from London to confer with the lawyers he had 

engaged to defend Sid. Describing the musician as “outrageous, a 

ene CR UMM a aren te cmUr Te Tm Aran RE 

Berna n mee Lh ae 

Cold Turkey at Rikers 

While McLaren and friends worked over the weekend to raise 

bail, Sid was going cold turkey at Rikers Island. A severe 

reves CR TMU NCTC a LT MCRL 

him to the prison hospital, where he was given some methadone, 

Pee m Ome ae 

On Sunday, Sid’s 38 y 

arrived from London. When an English reporter asked for an 

interview he was told it would cost his paper £5,000. 

Pee MNT OPN UTS eC TC Tom Tod 

town of Philadelphia at a private service conducted by a rabbi. 
There were only one or two people in her life she could really 

Pr Hono) 

NCE NASM Ae Rec eee ere 

The last person known to have seen Sid and Nancy together is 


-old mother, Mrs Anne Beverley, 


id was one of them” her mother told reporters: 


Neon Leon, a fast talking musician who fronted a mostly black 
PER UPN ce MN Te a Cram Crete ensme sar ur mi 
blond girlfriend, Kathy O'Rourke, lived down the hall from the 
OT Om OU a NSLS mo ae CN Mm 
aT CMCC OME RMSE One IDLE Oa 
tata er LEE 

At press time Leon was out-of-town, telling different friends 
different stories of where he was going — London, Philadelphia or 
Atlantic City 

What follows is based on an interview conducted with Neon Leon 
and Kathy O'Rourke at their Chelsea Hotel room the afternoon of 
the murder. 

Neon Leon Talks 

“Sid came in here and said, ‘Look what I’ve got. Now people 
can’t beat me up any more’.” He was brandishing a knife with a 
five and a half inch blade, said Leon. “Nancy bought it for him so 
NR eG OUR Ser oe Reha 
sities 

“Sid was famous being obnoxious. People would come up to 
him, ‘You're one of the Sex Pistols’ Boom! I stopped going out 
Tet a 

Leon’s small room has a settled look. It is crowded, but neat — 
records along the wall, electric guitars in and out of cases, a king- 
RMU HMC LCM RUM URC COCR ECE Meron m CL 
on a wall with a painting of a hand holding a gun aimed at the 
viewer. A TV set in the corner hums softly throughout our 
Pree eee 

“He said he was going to kill somebody’ said Neon, speaking 
rapidly and without hesitation. “But he always says he’s going to 
kill somebody. ‘New York is making me violent. People are 
picking on me. All I want to do is to be in a band. I’m gonna get 
me a weapon.”” Sid told him, he said. 








then | came back to the states and said ‘okay,’ with my tail between 
my legs kinda, but | still had money, | still had my guitar and by now | 
had a new girlfriend. And we said ‘oh, lets come to New York,’ and 
this is the ‘Cat Club’ period of time. And so | did the ‘Cat Club,’ used 
to run Nirvana down at Times Square which was the only rock club at 
the cross roads of the world, you know? Did a lot of jam bands, 
things for Tommy Gun. At that period of time, it was great because it 
was like a nice progression. 

So this would be in the 90s, | take it? 

No, no, this is the mid to late 80s, and | would fly back and forth... 
they had a TV show at the Limelight, this period called the Breakfast 
Club. 

Okay, now was this like a weekly show, like a special, or what? 

No, we'd come on every week. It was called Manhattan Cable. And 
this is like, yeah, | had a write-up in Details magazine, so probably 
this is in their archives. Andy Warhol (is on the cover) and its May, 
1987, so we're at 1987 here. 

Oh, okay, May...1987% 

May, 1987. | did Limelight a lot with Debbie Harry. Then | did the 
United Nations Environment Program with Sting and that stuff for the 
Brazilian Rainforest project. Going to the 90s, I’m back in Europe 
again, and the Stones did their Urban Jungle Tour, and they had that 
thing called Steel Wheels Express, | was the opening act for 
that...which led to me having a TV show in Sweden which was their 
first version of MTV. This is like 1990, | did that. And lets see, what 
else? Then several rock hit things, had a number five in Finland, | 
don’t know what year this is, | guess its about around the same period 
of time, called “Girls, Guns and Money.” This is when | was working 
for Warner Brothers and had my first album out. The director of one 
of the labels, Private, distributed by Warner Bros. 

Now in what country was this released? 

It was actually released all over, you can buy it. Last time | 
remember, it was being sold for like fifty bucks as a collectors 
thing...and its distributed by Warners. And in some countries it was 
distributed by Music for Nations, and its called “Neon Leon - 
Artificial Stimulation.” 

But it did come out in America, right? 

Yeah, and on this album, lets see, Clem Burke played drums, Johnny 
Vidal from The Saints plays guitar, some of the guys from our old 
band. 

Let me back up, you said it was a custom label that was distributed by 
Warners, what was the name of it again? 

Sanji. (About this time), | kinda got bored with the Neon Leon trip, 
you know? | was exploring other music and traveling a lot and going 
to Spain and doing things that | used to dream about, and of course 
this affects your music and your horizons kind of broaden a bit. My 
rock audience didn’t want to accept this change, so | was like ‘ahhh,’ 
you know, bored. | went to Jamaica, and hung out there and said ‘I 
think I’m going to do a lot of Reggae music and feel that,’ and try to 
learn more about that because its part of my background. So | went 
there and changed my name to King Lion, cuz this is well, this stuff 
doesn’t have much to do with the persona of Neon Leon, so | said ‘I 
won't confuse the issue.’ So | changed my name to King Lion, came 
back to Europe and got immediately signed to C&R Music from outta 
Holland, and put out some songs and had some hits in the clubs and 
stuff throughout Europe, to France, to Scandinavia. Then from C&R, 
when that deal ran off, Sony Denmark signed me. That was like ‘94. 
For two consecutive summers | had the number one hit in Denmark for 
one summer in Sweden. Some German groups covered it and | got 
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SIC ELMORE nem OMT naar Co OmnCTT UAT TE 
sorry state, according to Leon “ ‘I have no more self-confidence. 
aim T can’t play bass.’” he told Leon, who couldn’t believe 
what he washearing. “The guy sat here and played almost like 
Jack Bruce (a well known bass player). Maybe this was easy 
suicid 1s ans ts“ Pd rather die in jail then go to the 
methadone clinic (where he would get into fights),” Sid told him, 
said Leon, affecting a credible British accent. 

CURES ME ROUT Cn MT Mn cere mere) 
DUST nae ean RTT ean on TTT ae Ta 
the air heavy as Leon continues his story. Though Sid was tall 
and rail-thin— the image of the 98-pound weakling — that did not 
URAC eee LTRs LOM ET Maa aT CMU COUTOO Teme TT 
ele 

“Do you think they'll mess with me if I have this knife’ ” he 
asked Leon, who shuddered. “ ‘I can’t back down from anyone, 
because I’m not afraid of anything.” Sid told him, he said. 

As Leon tellsit, the events of the nights of the murder went 
something like this, 

Last night they were feeling kind of sick. They were kinda 
ASICS aie OR UR moa COteaST ett Metta arertn td 
to Leon’s room carrying Sid’s beloved leather jacket and the Sex 
Pistols clippings Nancy had collected. Sid told Leon: “I want you 
to keep this for me.” 

TROL MELO TR UU UU TS LCA Col LTA NCU CUD Ces mmETTOCMON Ce TT Foal CO) 
con. He wanted to know about Rikers Island and the New York 
CR aOR MENTAL TT CIO CLTom aT OCD 
After a while they left, but Nancy returned a few 
minutes later. Sid had left the knife on the bed and she wanted to 
rag ee 
Around 4:30am, Leon said he received a telephone call from 
Nancy, asking him to come to their room if he had any pot. 
be ite acer] Minny he told them MVOC a OOM H Ian mt 
would be difficult to awaken them otherwise. 
That was the last time he spoke to her, he said. Leon remembers 
CS mim omen mee CTR nT tan mee Ct 
between 6 and 7am. Thinking it might be the police or someone 
else he didn’t want to talk to at that hour, he didn’t answer 
Sid and Nancy were heavily into heroin and other drugs. After the 
break-up of the Sex Pistols earlier this year, Sid stayed on the 
Teo MUM NT ae eta CCUM COT Tae an Y Carmen TT vod 
couple of thousand dollars, On one occasion he collapsed and 
passed out upstairs between sets, and musical director Peter 
COA UM Eel ALOR D Nm ITAA UICC TE Ta 
Po a AUST Mia meer GTEC Me CMe Tmt] oy 
at the Chelsea and coming out only to go to Max’s and to his 
PSU ORTH eee eRe Oreo Cony Cra a 

“I feel bad because he was a good person.” said Leon, 

Misunderstood to high heaven. He was here and he was alone. 


Nancy was the only person who kept him going. He said she was 


the only real woman on the planet.” 
The Not So Lonesome Death of Nancy Spungen’ by Ann 
Bardach (The Soho Weekly News Oct. 26, 1978) 
On Friday, October 13, this reporter happened to be at the Chief 
Medical Examiner's office, researching a story, when Nancy 
ura Spungen's possessions were being examined. Her parents 
had just left after identifying the body, and the talk between Dr. 
Michael Baden, the chief examiner, and his associate, Dr. Geeta 
Natarajan, centered on the paraphernalia and drugs confiscated 
from the room Nancy had shared with Sid Vicious at the Chelsea 
Oo 
The following reconstruction of Nancy Spungen's last 11 hours is 
Lee BAY AM TUM ree ROME Mee Teammate TT 
on October 11 and 12, and on information from sources at the 
D.A.'s office and the Third Homicide Division. Included are 
several statements made to me by people who testified at the 
secret Grand Jury hearing last Thursday, October 19, about the 
nature of their testimony before that body. 
Countdown to Murder 
9:45 p.m. - Sid Vicious and Nancy Spungen strolled down the 
hall from their room at the Hotel Chelsea to visit Cathi O'Rourke 
and (Neon) Leon Webster in Leon's room, No. 119. Cathi, who 
PEM Gene m oan ca ce Me mete glee Rema aL ULC 
ns 








bucks from that and we started our own label called Dance Team 
Denmark and | was out at Sony Music at the Danish office, then | had 
a number one with them by their Bruce Springsteen and Bob Dylan 
guy, he wrote it called “This is My Life.” 
Who was it who wrote “This is My Life?” 
His name is Kim Larsen, and he had one of the first big Danish rock 
groups called Gasoline. So | did a reggae version of his song and it 
became number one in ‘95, March ‘95 in Denmark. Which, of course 
led to a lot of work, a lot of open air festivals, things like this. Sony, 
in typical company fashion, had made their money and we did lots of 
compilation CDs and a lot of dance music with rock overtones and 
Reggae overtones in it. So then | couldn't get out of my deal, so they 
said ‘well, do you have some other offers?’ And | said, ‘yeah.’ So 
they said, ‘well, in your contract, you can’t sign to another label as 
King Lion, but if you make up another name and people know its you, 
then it can be worthwhile.’ So they said, ‘look at Prince, a symbol.’ 
They said, ‘a lot of people think he’s crazy, but Warners owns his 
name. So he’s becoming symbol so he can still work and put out 
things.’ So | says, ‘okay, yeah, crazy like a fox.’ So | became 
Supasoca. Then | had some hits with that. So then | did that and we 
did a different version of Sting’s ‘Bed’s Too Big Without You,’ but we 
changed it to ‘I Need Love.’ We put out a ‘electronic neo-reggae’ 
version of ‘Could You Be Loved?’ and some Marley stuff, which 
resulted in tours of Spain and Ibiza and this kind of stuff, and that 
group, | just folded that, lets see, two years ago. And that had a run 
at success then two of the girls fell in love with people. One fell in 
love with our bodyguard and they live in Spain, and the other one, in 
between, went to Namibia to work as a nurse and to help the people 
there, and she met a doctor from the World Health Organization, so 
now she’s living in Brazil. So that folded that group, we’re all still 
friends. Then | went solo again and went to Hawaii. | joined the 
group of Butch Halo Mano, who's like the king of Reggae of the 
Pacific Ocean. Did that, and still do that when | go to Hawaii, | go to 
Hawaii each year and work with him. Then, 2002, they have a thing 
called the Eurovision Song Festival and | was one of the finalists for 
the country of Lithuania because one of my backup singers is from 
Lithuania. So we were doing the finals for that with a song that | 
wrote and | co-wrote another song for Denmark. It was the first time 
in history of the Eurovision that one team from one country had two 
songs in two different finals in the same year, which helped me 
become a hotter song writer. | haven’t had a day job in years, its just 
like music and painting. So that kinda leads up in to now, to what | 
do these days. | do Austria, like the exclusive ski resorts as a solo act. 
| do a thing with a keyboard player and its basically, | play anything | 
want. 

Okay, no categories, just whatever comes to mind? 

Whatever | feel like doing, | can do. So that’s a tremendous amount 
of freedom. Now this winter, | started my own label called Paradise 
Records. I’ve got four projects, I’ve got the covers down, I’ve got 
most of the masters mixed and finalized. | got four different things 
that I’m doing. One is this: King Lion’s Greatest Hits, it’s like all the 
dance music and stuff, the fusion things that | did from ‘94 to 2004 in 
Scandinavia, | became King Lion, right? Then, I’m working on re- 
releasing the Neon Leon albums. Then | really like funk music a lot, so 
| have a song that | have the vocals to do for one track called “Bring 
Back the Funk.” And a CD for the Pacific Ocean called “Aloha.” It’s 
the music of Hawaii, which is called ‘Jawaiian,’ which is kinda like 70s 
reggae, like that Bob Marley kind of thing. 
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Sid sat on Leon's bed, leafing through a portfolio of old photos of 


himself. "I've lost my looks" he commented ruefully. "I really 


used to look good.” While Nancy paced the room, entreating the 


group to "come up with some drugs, good drugs," Sid sat quietly, 
Perce area NM CCRT eae DIUM Co Cae Cea eRe OL 
IVa em eC MMT M RTL oai 

He "had the knife to his face.” recalls Cathi. "....Nancy turned 
around to him and said 'Fuck off.! and he put the knife down." 
COMM OM neo Cui Rome CORAL 
muscle, admonishing Sid. "Feel my muscle. I'm strong. I carried 
Sid up from the restaurant. I can carry him, but he can't carry 
me," 

Midnight -Nancy and Sid left Room 119 around midnight, 
Pee eee en TRC rcm On aceon CUTS ON id 
Jersey, Leon claims he went to Max's, but Vicious’ manager, 
Malcolm McLaren, "doubts that he went to Max's because 
nobody saw him there." According to a “friend" who requests 
anonymity, Leon was at the Nursery, another punk club. 

12 to 12:30 a.m. -Leon states that the couple returned to their 
COOOL Mia Lethe LL 
that he left the hotel around midnight.’ 
PRR ee ner aaron ee oir eee 
Pra TMOlCcoee uC M TCU MeN Ui es mer MLE LO Sen a Co 
atm 
of synthetic morphine, known on the streets as D-4s). She also 
requested "some new hypodermics." 

3:00 a.m. - According to Neon Leon and Leon's manager, Skip 
Wayne, Sid and Nancy were in the lobby around 3 a.m. Leon and 
Skip have Noel meen nel Le 

3:05 a.m. -Lisd cia who lives next door to Sid and Nancy's 
room, in 103, had just come home at 3 a.m. Minutes later she 
heard "two or three very loud knocks at my door" and a male 
voice yelling. "Let me in, let me in, I'm not playing." Lisa Pre 
the voice frightened her. She did not open the door. Soon after 
RM arco MER Mie mUA mI MCL om MiILES Pint 
3:15 a.m. -Rocket arrived at the Chelsea, He claimed that 
he had been unable to come up with anything Nancy had asked 
CM LT MeN CT RUT rT me MOT aw eC TT te a te 
Cre St Roce TCU CRs RUM te a ae 
PPV Nr LCM MICU OO noe LUT Ue am ORE aS 
bodyguard to protect him from street fights, but mostly about 
scoring Dilaudids for Nancy. (Both Sid and Rocket are on a 
methadone program.) 

RRC fe Cie Ween RCM UNMIS ahd 
in their room. Nancy only picked it up once "and had a brief 
ROM Clic PRS mms RUC On UNman citron Leg 
MVCN CRC Aen Dee SAM ee oe SS 
would pay $40 for each D-4. She would shoot six. Sid would do 
PWN Orne Um ae CTRL NARS 
Omen CRS eae Meer Cem ATUL OR ICULeL aS etl Daa 
POO EUR MARU AUC Nag OL aoe 

However Rocket claims there were no|D-4s to shoot up that night 
during the two hours he was in their foom. "I showed up ther 
he says, "to be comforting 

NERA R Meare LC Sn ae ae Le) aOR TL 
Po eO CRU Com AC Sm LRU Om CSE ROO 
drag himself up. Tuinals are funny that way, One minute you're 
ONO A MTA CM TCR Cee aL La] 

Sid left the room twice, briefly, and came back soon. Once "he 
ROS Con LCA ore) mmm TSANG Coe Lab pe Cea Kode a 

ONS aN ELS MRL ORM SUMMIT Cay BET 
OMT Med Osetra me Mien i ees eC Rua LT La La 
could get 40 Dilaudids for her she would give me twice the price. 
She said to me, 'Rocket, you could make$800'... Now this 
money, it was new money [new bills]. She tells me that she Ets 
RIC UOR Cy ort meime ly rom etal a 

Shortly before 5 a.m, Rocket left the couple in Room 100. He 
says that he stopped at the front desk in \the lobby to make a 
phone call and observed Steven C., whom he identified as Nancy 
and Sid's regular "Quaalude and Tuinal dealer," turning the 
corner and entering the elevator. 

Leon's Time Clock 

4 a.m. -Neon Leon, who returned to his room at DER Mwai) 
Kelly (a go-go dancer who lives in Room 301), says that Nancy 


n says that "Sid told me 


the Chelsea and "please, bring Dilaudids," (a variety 


belted ite 











Will a compilation of that older stuff be available in the States any called at 4 a.m. saying "They were very high on Tuinals and Sid 


fete was crashing out.” and aski SOS al 
; , J es SEE Oe eimai nae Nm otme etc Mra atera nearer ht 
Oh yeah. I’m working with my lawyer to have it distributed LOU SCs SSeS Le eS Casce e e eete eT PT th 
everywhere. And it’s really nice; in time | wind up owning myself and noe he claims to have heard some noises coming from the 
most artists don’t live long enough to get to that point. So I’ve gotten Bak BS inane Oe xt oe Ba ie Hootie Ie 
ade a metallic, tinny sound. Maybe a knife. 
most of my masters back, and then nobody thought that there’d be a Sa.m. -The resident of Room 228 called the hotel desk to 
market for this. Some of the labels said, ‘oh yeah, just take it.’ And | SUE Oe eae a tT a Co Te 
said, ‘will you sign this paper, please?’ They said, ‘yeah, yeah.’ I Dai aa eo ighals DT RCM nu Caceesn The s ORCA IR Tela 
hed ks end hart a unruly, noisy Sid Vicious meandering around the hall, "He went 
ut six months and they'll regret it. k , to hit me." remembers Kenny. "He asked me could I take him. He 
Even though the New York punk scene did have some racist went at me again, so I hit him and I just kept pounding him till he 
overtones, as Lester Bangs wrote, there were a lot of Black artists on vent oe i i i The eh si until Kenny was 
m oUt MTeTmR NT Tem Cot me reet Tm Tee 
the New York punk scene, on the fringe of the punk scene for years. | whined. "Is this what you do to a drunk?" 
think its pretty interesting that you, Garland Jefferies, Ivan Julian, a 'He had a bloodied mouth and there was blood all over his face 
whole bunch of people... and nose and t- shirt." recalls Kenny. "When I was leaving to go 
i . ‘| ‘é back downstairs, I y that he was going to the st Cy 
iy i going to the stairs... don't 
| love Garland, “Ghost Writer,” oh yeah, great stuff...racism is a thing Oe sce aU Ten ees rte etn tar ee arate 
that all cultures encounter, you know? You can go to places where BART 
the black people are racist or the Chinese or whatever. So, its like, 30 a.m. -A resident of the hotel who refuses to be identified 
okay, Ilookat things this way: | have obstacles in New York, right? eae SCR Coco OM Om U TT vm UAL) CeCe Ber 
. ’ a . be fen a 
So | didn’t see why | had to fight to prove something to New York. So Just before 7:30 a.m. -Vera Mendelssohn lives next door to Sid 
| said, ‘well, okay, they don’t like it, somebody else does, | know I’m POT rts n Room 102. She recalls that some time 
good.’ So, | went to Sweden. They were white, right? Boy, they‘re before 7:30 Thursday morning she heard a series of moans 
Fo hit Ete rot. \ + Gldaal vatk d dt " Oe OU LOCUM Uncen mic tm CON Tomei td SENS Tomah 
whiter on white. And okay, go! a dea! in pu ays ani wasn BCS OS RCO MALT OS Teme ce ce Taner Td 
even looking. The same material that everyone in New York said from a person who was alone." "It didn't sound asthough someone 


COUR Coe Coc MTree LOS Tomer Cer) Mee Tere Teg 
PETC ORC TS Cer TiTT 
When the sound of the moans ceased, she fell back to (ue 


‘nah, nah, not you.’ But everybody would show up at my gigs, you 
follow? And you know, it would be like, the club would hire me to 








play support for some new group so that there'd be an audience. PLE MMe emu un Sum oe cuneate 
And then, the new group, who wasn’t maybe really good, they got eta an EMT Comre CT TU Tam Ut anos a Teccme CeSTTS Ca 
signed. And after awhile |.scid, ‘wait a minute, hey! No, no, no.’ a : Sept sent Charles the bellhop upstairs to find out 
And that contributed to my leaving. But they did me a favor because PROM reek ene eee mse rrr ee 
1 
I'm still alive, I'm healthy. Ramos, saying "Someone is sick-need help." 
Unite meet oF the people in that Please Kill Me book, not only ore pappie) pheer } a.m. - Ramos called for an ambulance, 
ean oP $ Pen aoe 
you still alive, you're still in good shape it sounds like. URL ER Ree Soom TC tN ha ORC San Corer in Unie ti ita 
Yeah, I'm in really good shape. My grandmother used to say, ‘did Reo RST AMComment Ry eri 
you do a deal with the devil or something? | don’t understand it.’ | pas dog eh tee oS ri 
’ Pee UPC Sem Oem ICOM LOU encore ie ars oT 
have a great house on the west coast of Denmark, I've. got-one Nancy's body is discovered in the bathroom of Room 100, the 
outside of Germany, I’ve got good friends, I’ve got a beautiful Homicide Zone was notified. 
daughter, | got like four different bands that | play with, my own label, ud a.m, -Vera Mendelssohn, awakened by the noise of the 
4 Ue ota eh meeiCo me OOM Oman CY ram aig 
| go to Denar every_year | Sole Rome... a ; aU MSR emer crn mtn rte 
And you've got like four different identities, too. You've got the TORO MU ee Cha Om tema een td 


Reggae guy, the funk guy and the punk guy. So you're covering all POT ea CMP Ce Nee mem CT et et 
Pe este 


these markets Ch ONCE "His face looked battered," recalls Ms. Mendelssohn, a 
Yes. Kinda like George Clinton, you know? Its all me. old sculptor, “and he said many times, over and ove 
Only, unlike Clinton, you own all your own masters. TSA AMES a echo RCT TSS TM ATT 
I have to compartmentalize, you know what | mean? Because it’s a * ae a he a i Ped os oy: ib ue : 
. . ‘ Fi COON CORO Muna eeTitee rer MUU iet ean Te 
marketing thing. If it were the 60s or early 70s, it would be more [RAAT SASISMeREN et et nineteen tars eaters Te 
acceptable. Like, ‘oh yeah, he’s coming out and he’s doing all this on the knife." She remembers Sid talking about being "very high 
stuff.’ So then they put everything in boxes so they can sell it better. “5 ae aA ee a 
¥ F si s seh, tly Thursday afternoon, October meee CoeMeeT) 
But that doesn’t mean | have to change. So, I'm still having fun with it. Ritchie, aka Sid Vicious. After making statements to the police 
Also, in the past two years | was playing with one of the great PR aR mecca eee erent 
musicians of Chicago, who recently died, Master Henry Gibson, from in the death of Nancy Laura Spungen, 
Curtis Mayfield’s band. We played all over. We would do two man PS COT Ta lem Mo auel Ce! Cd is PE aan eco me pte 
i : in regard to the death of a civilian, as first degree is reserved for 
Gospel concerts in the middle of Germany and tear the place up! He BU Ome ue ome meer ROT em mm Tome MT OA 
was like my pop, you know? He was like my other father. He died See See ee ce oe een org 
just before we were going to do national TV in Sweden. Then his wife re ae) the law books, ag Bt of eat meod cas 
id, ‘h idlouhecgh "ss homicide: 1. murder with, intent (or premeditation) and 2. 
said, ‘hey, you guys gotta go on SI COUE TOW. CNY Maas we ear afer tte Merce at tet oe 
dedicated it to him. Actually, | have his congas. ‘Our First Punk Rock Murder 
Do you ever play them, or do you just let them rest? By Ip.m., the Forensic Crime Scene Unit arrived at the Chelsea 
i 7 sg ae " e ! i Eanes Pear ter Sa rete Care Tce eee 
Us jave them si ong in my house, DS. jave a place o} ' 9 paraphernalia, and to collect all contributory evidence. All 
with some other things. | wear the ring he gave me all the time, and MET MCL MOE MSS TTS TOTO TCM COTTON 
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it’s a gold skull ring, right? And he said, ‘look at this every day 
because that’s who’s coming to meet ya, so don’t waste your time. 
Live.’ So I’m reminded of that everyday. Talk about Chicago and his 
wife making ribs, Chicago south side style, and things like this, you 
know, and soul spaghetti you know? And we'd be sitting sweet and 
have soul parties. And Henry did a couple of films in Sweden that the 
rest of the world doesn’t know about. Played with some of the biggest 
groups in Scandinavia, made a lot of money, a wonderful, wonderful 
man. 

It was good that he went out in his prime because | hate to see so 
many musicians, particularly from Chicago going out when they’re all 
drug addled and what not, sounds like he was on top of his game. 

He died gracefully. Always bowed gracefully. It was like a joke. He 
said, ‘don’t be the last one to leave, always bow out gracefully.’ And 
he says, ‘they’re never stoned. Don’t talk about people like that. Say 
they're ‘medicated.”’ His last night on Earth, we were going to have a 
party to celebrate that we’re gonna do this TV show. And he says, 
‘no, I’m going to stay home because Annie’s gonna make me my 
favorite meal. She’s gonna make me some cornbread with ribs, 
Chicago south side style. You know, we’re gonna watch a family 
video and we're gonna do the wild thing. And for me, that’s a 
wonderful way to spend the night. I'll see you tomorrow at the TV 
studio.’ They ate the food, they watched the video, they made love 
and that’s how he died. Home, not on drugs, with the person that he 
loved that meant the most to him in his whole life. 

That's the way to go out, too. 

That's the way to go. Henry was a class act. 

Are you still in touch at all with (Philadelphia black punk band) Pure 
Hell? 

Spider’s dead. Yeah, he’s dead. | think Kenny Stinker’s in a mental 
institution. And the guitar player, Chip, he’s in west Philly someplace. 
What was your take on when the New York Black Rock Coalition 
happened in the late 80s and they had Living Colour and all that? 

Oh, | was thrilled. Because, Vernon (Reid), | remember, he used to 
be doing some writing for the Village Voice and came down and 
wrote about me a couple of times. In the New York scene, at that 
time, | was the first Black guy that showed up. That's what it looks 
like, and because of that, | feel like | opened doors, and that’s worthy 
right there. You know, its not about money, its about freedom, that’s 
what this country’s about. 
Yeah, thanks for phoning home. 
| just want people to know that I’m alive and well... 


King Lion & the Bluesmakers today 

















































investigated by one Forensic Unit, and autopsied by 
the Chief Medical Examiner's office, For both units, 
the Nancy Spungen case was, Poli fame Bien 
ele ROCA LLNS TLS SLs 
Forensics prize at the Chelsea, the suspected murder 
weapon, was a Jaguar K-11 folding knife with a 5 
blade, complete with the appropriate bloodstains and 
fingerprints. The 007 knife, frequently misreported 
in the press as the murder weapon was rn aeRO 
avert hm SS ey este Me Cees 
to Neon Leon, the Jaguar knife "was a gift he got that 
to protect himself." Detective 
Gerald Thomas confirms that "more than one knife 
SPM eter ca a 
RYouiaeiitod 
O'Connor, administrative asst 
Bee 
RO RRO COS Troha 
"We asked Forensic if th Prem IU Ti Mut mUCaL 
Rens Mate OO un MERU MEO! Saucy 
Oman me cece We coe ee Cole cad 
dead body 
Forensic, in its zeal to find a murder weapon in 
Room 100, overlooked a few items lying in the 
PT CMM CM COn MULTE T Dato Melee 
Ace NG net nner ett MEM ROMER LC a Bre 
"some brown flaky powder." These items were 
noticed by associate medical examiner Dr. C 
Natarajan. The diminutive, Indian-born 
PaO er mirage crane i 
at the hotel around 3:30 Thursday afternoon. 
R Pee ent aa aoa ca) 
PUT Merce TM ALUMS Nee OR CME's 
Mortuary at 520 First Av. Tre mcen aren Oya 
and serology [bloodstain] testing at 5:30. 
OKC Com PU CULL Se Cm CLL 
seemed to use plastic Harrod's shopping bags to store 
PROM ota ecco OM TM ts ROL 
CME's table contained assorted personal photos of 
ee U McCay ite acme 
PORN aN) USL CC OL a 
convent, and Vicious’ celebrated chain and lock. One 
of the enclosed photos showed the half-inch thick 
metal bike chain adorning Sid, another showed the 
TREO CUS wee Sec ati 
PSR ee LE ASL NY ere cee A Sid's 
Peete 
Py ame MAAC OMS UCL England - 
DMT om CU Ree TCR SuT LD (roa came) 
the proceedings - Dr. Baden and Dr. Natarajan made 
preparations for an extensive autopsy and testing. 
which was not completed until 8:30 
De eN Mate emcee UPL a Ua a Ly ror 
Meet CoM NC Rr mau tenbr meri a ie 
on into the lower abdomen, deep enough 
Pe en ec OUR Cae 
Peon OR OL O UA OREO R Si aig CME 
eee ee OCs mmo 
Re OUR MCD Ram Coa Go oS aL) 
Pe meee Ces MRT CR ENC cee cL 
or a hell of a lot sooner." Also found on the body 
Sid conte marks, contusions and ecchymos 
Tec me Ob ac Ue 
PATO ET ne PROTEC aS 
ee a Ue Cm URS 
CMU emcee 
eye corresponds with Skip Wayne's report of fight 
between the two which resulted in "Sid bashing 
INES mya im ice ZL Meee) 
Neon Leon and Cathi O'Rourke, Nancy came to their 
PUMA a store meme lero 
She removed the hat, showed the bruise and sai 
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HEART FULL OF BRER SOUL 


THE SINCERE RAP OF MAELVIN VAN PEEBLES 


By Russ Forster 





The term “Renaissance Man” doesn’t even begin to. scratch the surface when 
talking about the incredible and unpredictable career of Mr. Melvin Van 
Peebles. He’s best known for making the film that made the term 
“Independent Filmmaker” a respectable moniker (after breaking ticket-sales 
records around the country), and that spawned a flurry of weak imitators given 
the collective name “Blaxploitation”: the explosive Sweet Sweetback’s 
Baadasssss Song (1971). But in hip-hop and record collector circles he's 
known just as well for his groundbreaking LPs of proto-Rap stretching from the 
late 1960s to the mid-1970s — work that helped define a style solidified by the 
likes of the Last Poets and Gil Scott-Heron in years to come. And all of this 
came out of his desire to become a successful writer, an urge that overtook 
him on the streets of San Francisco in the late 1950s. 

Melvin Peebles was born in Chicago on August 21, 1932, he experienced 
WWII as a young kid from afar, finishing High School at the age of 16, and 
then went on to get a Bachelor of Arts in English Literature at Ohio Wesleyan 
University in 1953. The cost of that degree on an ROTC scholarship was 
three and a half years in the U.S. Air Force as a navigator/bomber in the 
Strategic Air Command. He married during his military years, became a father 
after leaving the Air Force, and then took a stab at painting for profit in Mexico 
in the late ‘50s. When his portrait artist gig couldn't keep his-mind from 
wandering to bigger and better vistas, Peebles left Mexico to bring the family 
up the coast to San Francisco. There, after he discovered that the color of his 
skin precluded him from getting a job as a civilian aviator, he took on a job as 
a cable car operator. 

There are a several aspects of Peebles’ character that began to display 
themselves prominently during his San Francisco years: his patience, his 
persistence, and his implacable urge to express himself creatively. Looking 
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back, he describes himself as a sort of 
guerilla warrior for art, a Black beatnik 
infused with the rage and determination 
of a Black Panther and the instincts and 
cunning of a bookie. He began to see 
himself as heart and art and soul and 
business all rolled up into one 
unstoppable force of nature, capable of 
excelling in any creative pursuit. After 
writing a photo book about the sights in 
San Francisco which he passed 
everyday on the cable cars, he was 
encouraged to jump from prose into the 
world of filmmaking, making two short 
films in 1957 without even knowing 
what he was doing, but learning like 
crazy as he went along. Lacking formal 
training in a creative field was simply 
not a barrier for Peebles, especially if it 
meant working without the permission 
of THE MAN. 

But THE MAN stopped those directorial 
ambitions in their tracks when Peebles 
tried to use his short films to get a 
serious film contract in Hollywood. He 
lost his cable car job trying but failing to 
move into the big-time entertainment 
world, and in total frustration decided to 
move his family to Holland in 1959, 
ostensibly so he could study astronomy 
for free as a perk of GI Bill benefits for 
veterans. What actually happened in 
Holland: Peebles became Van 
Peebles, started a shaky acting career, 
lost his wife to divorce, and learned to 
make ends meet as a street performer 
and gigolo. After his short films were 
“discovered” by the founder of the 
prestigious Cinémathéque Frangaise, 
he packed off to Paris, garnering great 
acclaim but little cash. He ended up 
spending the next several years 
singing, dancing, acting, and becoming 
a crime reporter, but not making films 
as he had hoped. His reporting 
experience led him to get back into 
writing, and he pumped out four novels 
in just a few years. Then, learning that 
French writers had the right to get a 
Director's card to make one of their 
novels into a film, he got a $60,000 
grant from the French Cinema Center 
and a crack production team which 
helped him raise another $140,000 to 
make his novel La Permission into his 
debut feature-length film. A triumphant 
screening of the re-titled The Story of a 
Three Day Pass (1967) at a San 
Francisco film festival netted him a 
Hollywood deal with Columbia Pictures 





and brought him back to the U.S. for good. 
This is where the story of Melvin Van Peeble’s music begins. Taking ideas 
that he would eventually shape into a Broadway musical, he blasted out his 
first LP, Brer Soul, putting short character studies to music, performing 
spoken-word style (and occasionally singing off-key) rhythmically-charged 
written snapshots with a funky jazz band accenting the natural cadences of the 
words. It was meant to be a new form of protest music, based on the German 
concept “sprachgesang” (literally, “talk singing”) a la Berthold Brecht, a way of 
putting stories of real Black life into songs, instead of generic clichés about 
love and romance. Here's my assessment how he did on that album, and the 
eight that followed over the next thirty years. 
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“Take them looks off your face/I ain't one of them dope addicts/That’s a teeny 
bopper bag/Who ever seen a junkie as old as me?” 

Van Peebles wants to make his point of view clear even before you open up 
this album and put it on your turntable. The front cover shows him in the 
middle of what seems to be a construction site, wearing a bandana, holding a 
pint carton of milk, covered head to toe in dirt and mud. Flip the cover around, 
and there’s a much smaller photo of Van Peebles from the same scene, 
Staring at the camera with a downtrodden look on his face, with the words, 
“Author's comment: Free Huey” underneath. This reference to a then-jailed 
Black Panther leader makes it clear that Van Peebles intends to shake up the 
“establishment” with his song-stories, not just make detached observations 
about colorful characters from the ‘hood. 

Then, when you put the vinyl on your turntable, you see Van Peebles’ acting 
training in full form as he takes on different characters that spout monologs 
about their experiences living in 1960's Black America. There's the sexual 
bravura of an aging stud telling how “Lilly Done The Zampoughi Everytime | 
Pulled Her Coattail,” the bathroom ramblings of an old man insulting himself in 
“Mirror Mirror On The Wall,” and Van Peebles’ own musings on war coming 
from the mouth of a street beggar in “The Dozens.” The closest thing to a love 
song here is ominously titled “Tenth and Greenwich (Woman's House of 
Detention)"! The subject matter is difficult stuff, to be sure, with the music not 
necessarily making things much easier, but the minimal jazzy/funky backing 
seems absolutely appropriate even if it’s not always catchy. Van Peebles 
presents refined street sounds culled from an artistic revolution, and if he 
achieves nothing else, he certainly makes a record unlike just about anything 
from its time, with oodles of street cred and righteous anger and soul. 


AIN’T SUPPOSED TO DIE A NATURAL DEATH (A&M LP SP-4223, 1969) 
“Who wants to be full of regrets/When old Father Time taps/Life don’t give no 
green stamps” 

The cover here is very understated in comparison to his debut, with a tiny 
photo of Van Peebles (identified by his full name this time, and only 
parenthetically as his alter-ego “Brer Soul”) surrounded by a sea of brown on 
the front cover, and with minimal track and personnel information presented in 
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a similar small centered square on the 
back. It almost seems like Brer Soul 
wants to go from a scream to a whisper 
this time out. But never fear: the 
album's title comes from a not-so-subtle 
quotation from Frederick Douglass, 
“A slave ain't supposed to die a 
natural death,” and the sounds here are 
even more driving and funky than on his 
debut. There's even an overt reference 
to a group that could be the Black 
Panthers in “| Got The Blood”: “I'm 
gonna lay a little T.S. Top Secret on 
you/This is movement money I’m a 
militant/My Dashiki’s in the cleaner’s 
today but I’m a Lieutenant.” Van 
Peebles gets even more theatrical with 
this group of song-stories, adding 
sound effects in “| Got The Blood,” and 
incorporating familiar blues and gospel 
melodies in the likes of “Funky Girl On 
Motherless Broadway.” 

But perhaps the most notable cut here 
is “Come Qn Feet Do Your Thing,” 
which would appear verbatim in the 
soundtrack for Sweet Sweetback’s 
Baadasssss Song just a couple of years 
later. In Van Peebles’ mind there is no 
distinction between his different creative 
endeavors, so his written work informs 
his musical work informs his film work 
informs his theatrical work, and they 
spill over naturally into each other's 
worlds. In fact, every song on his first 
two LPs shows up in his first Broadway 
production a few years later, aptly titled 
Ain't Supposed To Die A Natural Death. 
Some might disparage this practice as 
lazy self-plagiarism, but Van Peebles 
asserts in interviews that it's actually 
creative recycling, a way of getting his 
strongest work as much exposure as 
possible. And even the most jaded 
critic would find it hard to deny that 
“Come On Feet...” kicks some serious 
baadasssss! 


WATERMELON MAN — Original 
Soundtrack (Beverly Hills LP BHS- 
26, 1970) 

“Scuse me buddy but/Excuse me lady 
but/You're foolin’ ain't ya/This ain't 
America is it/Oh Lord where could | 
be?” 

Almost half of Melvin Van Peebles’ 
commercially available recorded output 
is soundtrack records, either from his 
films or theatrical productions. This is 
his first soundtrack, spinning off from 
his only Hollywood studio-produced 
film, the race-switching comedy 





Watermelon Man. Here Van Peebles abandons the cool and jazzy 
accompaniment of his solo records for what sounds like studio musicians 
doing more mainstream funky pop and ballad work. There are vocals on only 
three songs — two by Van Peebles and one by the film's female lead. The 
two Brer Soul numbers, “Love, That's America” and “Soul’d On You" don't 
stray too far in vocal performance and subject matter from Van Peebles’ 
earlier songs, although the latter steals most of its melody from “Heard It From 
The Grapevine” and proves beyond a doubt that Melvin Van Peebles will 
never be mistaken for Marvin Gaye. 

“Where Are The Children,” a ballad performed by actress Estelle Parsons, 
offers a rare example of what happens when Van Peebles’ musical instincts 
fail miserably. Where the song should be poignant and emotionally engaging 
it ends up sounding stale and clichéd, with over-the-top weepy lyrics given no 
help from Parsons’ flat performance. Van Peebles fares better on the 
instrumental numbers, which show off his knowledge of a wide variety of 
musical styles, from ragtime to swing to mainstream pop. The cover art is very 
cool too, with the front sporting a cut-and-paste reworking of the film poster 
emphasizing Van Peebles’ intimate connection to the film’s music, and the 
back displaying a crude rendering, drawn and collaged by Melvin’s son Mario, 
of some memorable scenes from the film. For a product coming out of 
Hollywood (on Beverly Hills Records, no less), it retains a remarkably 
authentic, homemade feel to itself. 






SWEET SWEETBACK’S BAADASSSSS SONG — Original Cast 
Soundtrack (Stax LP STS-3001, 1971) 

“Get my hand on a trigger/You talkin’ revolution Sweetback/l wanta get off 
these knees/You talkin’ revolution Sweetback” 

Here is where The Revolution begins in earnest for our hero, in film AND in 
music. Van Peebles (again listed as “Brer Soul"), an embryonic version of 
Earth Wind and Fire, and various members of the Black Community work 
together to make a striking and explosive combination indeed. Bits of dialog 
and sound effects are added and edited into the music with the same kind of 
French New-Wave jump-cut intensity that makes the film so wild (and 
sometimes frustrating) to watch. Van Peebles calls it all “An Opera” on the 
album's cover and he means it: the whole story of Sweetback is told on this 
record with music and sound. He wanted sound to provide the spine and the 
heartbeat of his film, and like the best of operas, the soundtrack works 
surprisingly well with no visual accompaniment whatsoever. 

Though there’s plenty of street talk and honky bashing going on here, the 
mind putting it all together has plenty of knowledge supporting his instinct. Van 
Peebles knows a wealth of 18" century English literature and Italian opera, as 
well as traditional Negro folk tales and James Brown, and he puts all these 
influences together in a package that doesn't cheapen any one of them. The 
key is his clear and deep passion for the message and the medium he's 
chosen, and his single-minded vision, which might have come off as 
monomaniacal to the actors and musicians he worked with but which plays on 
screen and stereo as a coherent statement of unbridled rage. | can imagine 
Black Panther meetings where during a break someone would put this album 
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on a cheap Sears’ record player in the 
corner, and as the sounds sank in, the 
session would come roaring back with 
even greater ferocity. It's THAT 
revolutionary, baby! 


AS SERIOUS AS A HEART ATTACK 
(A&M LP SP-4326, 1971) 

“All you folks think black folks is for is 
waiting/Waiting for the Supreme Court's 
latest jive decision/Waiting for The Man 
to pick who is qualified/Waiting in the 
Emergency Ward to die” 

Wearing a “Rated X By An All White 
Jury” t-shirt on the cover, a reference to 
the X rating given to Sweet 
Sweetback’s Baadasssss Song by the 
Motion Picture Association of America 
(instead of the R that Van Peebles was 
hoping for to avoid the negative stigma 
of an X), Brer Soul is fully Melvin Van 
Peebles this time out. With his own 
music publishing company at long last 
(the intentionally unconventionally 
named Yeah! Inc.), Van Peebles has 
his characters rally against The Man in 
all his forms, be that the Bossman or 
the Taxman or the Policeman or the 
Newsman or the Supreme Court, man. 
The cynicism and anger is so thick you 
can cut it with a knife, but it’s served up 
with plenty of humor and cleverness to 
make it go down easy. Even an 
updated version of “Love, That's 
America” from the Watermelon Man 
soundtrack sounds rougher, more 
uncompromising and more fully realized 
than it ever did. 

The music here is even more minimal 
than in previous efforts, with many of 
the song-stories accompanied just by 
keyboards and drums. The light 
backing serves to bring Van Peebles’ 
vocalizations even more to the 
forefront, with a sense of self- 
confidence beyond that of his earlier 
records. This is a man who has clearly 
hit his stride, and he’s beyond caring 
about whatever anyone says about his 
quirky singing style or his unexpected 
visits into Broadway Showtuneland. It 
sounds like he’s looking for new 
directions in which to strike out, for new 
worlds to conquer, and that was exactly 
where he was headed. 


AIN’T SUPPOSED TO DIE A 
NATURAL DEATH — Original 
Broadway Cast Album (A&M 2-LP 
Set SP-3510, 1971) 





“Sometimes sometimes | feel so superfluous/All that beg don't get none/Them 
that don’t ask don’t want none/Love for sale better spread than 
sugar/Motherless old Broadwa' 











seems unbelievable that the new “superstar” Melvin Van Peebles, who made 
the homegrown feature that came out of nowhere to knock heavyweight Love 
Story out of place as 1971’s number one film for a few thrilling weeks, would 
skip Hollywood for Broadway with a musical made from the songs of his first 
two solo albums, but this is exactly what happened just a few months after 
Sweet Sweetback’s Baadasssss Song hit theaters hard. Van Peebles claims 
that he wrote the first two Brer Soul albums with a theatrical production in 
mind, but with no money or clout to get it done. Now he had plenty of money 
and clout, and he was out to explore uncharted territory yet again, putting his 
vision of the Real Black Experience on stage to blow the minds of the elite. 
And he manages once again to do it his way, keeping plenty of rough edges 
while subtly molding his work to make it more accessible to a wider audience 
than ever before. 

Put in the context of a theatrical production, Van Peebles’ song-stories work 
better than ever. Even the expanded instrumentation actually adds rather than 
detracts from the powerful messages and characters of his original minimalist 
presentations of these same songs. The singing is more accomplished 
without sounding slick; the actors mimic many of Van Peebles’ vocal 
idiosyncrasies perfectly, but with the control in cadences that the original 
performances could only hint at. Still, | miss the sheer ragged energy of the 
earlier versions, and from time to time the actors undercut the sincerity which 
makes the songs from the first two Brer Soul LPs such a trip to listen to. But 
clearly Van Peebles has made the transition from performer to director, further 
evidenced by the fact that during the next twenty-five years he only produced 
two more full-fledged solo records. 


DON’T PLAY US CHEAP — Original Broadway Cast Recording (Stax 2-LP 
Set STS 2-3006, 1972) 

“It makes no difference what people say/No No/It makes no difference you just 
go your own way/Yes Yes” 

After the crazy roller coaster ride of 1971, which brought a huge hit movie, a 
successful Broadway musical, and three LPs out from the ever-active mind of 
Melvin Van Peebles, this second musical production sounds a little less angry 
and a little more cognizant of Black musical history than his explosive works of 
the previous year. Instead of recycling old musical ideas of his own this time 
out, he writes an entire theatrical production from scratch, including the 
complete musical score. In terms of polish and finesse, everything is light 
years advanced from his work of even just a couple of years before, but a lot 
of the passion and the odd charm has been sacrificed in the process. 

Still, the scope of the undertaking, and fine vocal performances by the cast 
(which includes Esther Rolle of the famed sitcom Good Times) make this 
sprawling two LP set a pretty entertaining listen. It's far from groundbreaking 
and revolutionary, but maybe its author needed to do something a bit more 
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traditional after a crazy and turbulent 
year of non-stop projects and self- 
promotion. 


WHAT THE *&!@$ YOU MEAN | 
CAN’T SING! (Atlantic LP SD-7295, 
1974) 

“You can be a slave from the crib to the 
grave/And the man will letcha/You can 
get into pollution/And forget 
revolution/And he'll dig it” 

Whoa! No one could have expected 
this insane slab to come out after the 
relative mellowness of his last musical 
output. Here the former Brer Soul tries 
his hand at thickly produced Soul and 
Funk and Disco and even Weepy 
Ballads! But, as the album's title 
suggests, there is a sly wink behind it 
all — humor that sticks to sarcasm 
instead of copping out with irony. When 
he's sincere, he’s almost painfully so, 
but on songs like “Save The Watergate 
500” (which to my ears is the final word 
on the circumstances that brought down 
an American Emperor) he proves that 
he can be bitingly funny as well. He 
impishly steals riffs from Stevie Wonder 
on a couple of songs, and all in all it's a 
slab of musical mischief that really 
needs to be heard on 8-track. 

But the most amazing song is “Eyes On 
The Rabbit,” which actually (incredibly!) 
was released as a single. Somehow it 
seems like it could actually be 
autobiographical, though I'm sure Van 
Peebles would deny it voraciously. It's 
a classic song-story, with the lead 
character expounding dramatically 
about being ditched by a Kindergarten 
teaching wife, and then trying to make 
sense of it all by remembering one of 
her school projects that involved 
pasting different colored eyes on scores 
of paper rabbits. Van Peebles’ delivery 
of the ballad is so technically inept but 
so achingly sincere that after the initial 
laughter has died down it's a hard song 
to completely laugh off. It has the same 
crazed appeal that The Shaggs’ “My 
Pal Foot Foot” or Red Sovine's “Giddy 
Up Go” have, and a lot of the same 
unintentionally goofy appeal. What 
radio DJs thought when they got promo 
45s of the song | can't imagine, but I'd 
love to have seen some of the 
expressions on their faces when they 
first spun the record. 

(Collector Geek note: Tony Bongiovi, 
who produced the Talking Heads’ debut 


LP and is a cousin to Jon Bon Jovi, is credited as “Remix 
Engineer.”) 





IDENTITY CRISIS (Compose 12” Single 9907. 

“An X-rated movie/You must be out of your mind/I ain't sittin’ in no 
theater watchin’ naked behinds” 

This tepid stab at sample-heavy rap brought dad Melvin and son 
Mario together, as the movie it was written for did too, to have 
some fun and spend some of the money that the elder Van Peebles 
made as an options investor in the 1980s (see his book Bold 
Money (Warner Books, 1986) for all the gory details on his stock 
market killings). It was probably a lot more fun to make than it is to 
listen to, though! 

GHETTO GOTHIC (Capitol CD CDP-7243 8 29614 2 0, 1995) 
“Here | am back on love’s old boomerang/But the song in my heart 
keeps escaping/If | could recapture that old refrain/Refrain, refrain, 
refrain" 

Perhaps a rekindled interest in Van Peebles’ pioneering rap efforts 
by a new generation of rappers led to him hitting the studio again, 
perhaps for the last time. Unsurprisingly, he recycles older 
material, reaching all the way back to his first solo LP for “Lilly Done 
The Zampoughi Everytime | Pulled Her Coattail” (its third 
appearance on record), and hitting his ‘70s catalog for four other 
songs. But the songs are completely reworked, with drum 
machines and samplers and session musicians laying down a cool 
modern R&B sound, and they actually sound brand-new. Van 
Peebles’ voice is gruffer and huskier than before, but his senses of 
timing and drama are still on mark, if not better than ever. He 
doesn't sound like the implacable revolutionary he once was, but he 
sounds content and comfortable and more in control than he was 
twenty-five years earlier. And he still tells stories from the ghetto 
with the authority and sincerity of someone who's seen it all inside 
and out. 


Melvin Van Peebles’ musical accomplishments might seem like a 
sideline to the lofty aspirations he has attained in his exciting and 
unconventional life. Movies and books are how most people have 
come into contact with his unique vision and style, and he has 
plenty of those to fill up three or four lifetimes. But his music lives 
on, in samples on hip-hop records by the likes of Quasimoto, Black 
Panther Fugitives, The Beatnuts, and The Vanguard Sound, and on 
stage once again in a 2004 revival of Ain’t Supposed To Die A 
Natural Death by the Classical Theater of Harlem. And he still 
occasionally flirts with performing music himself, like in 2002 when 
he did an evening at the Café de la Danse in Paris called Melvin 
Van Peebles et ses Potes (“and his Pals”). Somehow | don't think 
that we've heard the last from this unsung hero of hip-hop. 
MELVIN VAN PEEBLES RECORDINGS NOT COVERED IN THIS 
ARTICLE 
“Hoppin’ John” (Stax 45 rpm Single STS-0097, 1971) 
“Eyes On The Rabbit” (Atlantic 45 rpm Single 45-3039, 1974) 
Posse Soundtrack “Cruel Jim Crow” (A&M CD 731454008129, 
1993) 
Melvin Van Peebles Collection (Stax 2-CD Set STX 88040.2, 1999) 
Baadasssss! Soundtrack “Sweetback’s Theme” (BBE CD CD-046, 
2004) 
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(Though it's five years old this recently updated classic 
interview with James Brown is timeless...enjoy!) 

James Brown: How are you feeling? 

Nardwuar: I'm feeling great, Mr. Brown, 

Well, I think Mr. Brown is real great, but I think you'd better 
call me James Brown 

They told me to address you, "Mr. Brown." 

Well, that's a business transaction, but I'm an artist first. Just 
call me James. Don't worry about it. 

Do you remember these guys: Bobby Taylor and the 
Vancouvers? Do you remember them? 

I don't remember them. 

Bobby Taylor and Tommy Chong. They were in this band, 
and Tommy Chong, Bobby Taylor was the guy who 
supposedly discovered Michael Jackson. 

Really? That's new. I discovered him! 

You discovered Michael Jackson! 

(laughs) I don't believe that, but I mean, you know, I'm the 
only one speaking. Michael Jackson was discovered by a man 
named Pervis Spann and myself. We had television shows out 
of Gary, Indiana. But uh I don't want to shoot this kid down 
‘cause he could have met him later in life and... 

Was that the TV show you were beating Johnny Carson? 
No, I'm not going to brag about it but we had a show called 
Future Shock in Atlanta with Ted Turner when he first started, 
uh, it was the SuperStation, TBS, and we beat Carson (in the 
ratings) 27 to 10. And they wanted me to do national 
television but I didn't want to do television because I wanted 
to be out here with these pretty young ladies. And I can't have 
them on television everyday 

The JB's have a new album (/999’s “JB’s Reunion” CD on 
P-Vin). Have you ever thought of getting back together 
with them at all? 

Well, there is no JB's, there's a lot of people have said there 
are. 

It was a reunion LP. 


Well, I'm sure the reunion would do good with all the fellows 
that were involved many, many years ago, and we'd like to 
probably play some gigs some time for fun you know, but my 
band the Soul Generals we have now is a new new young 
dynamic band that is unbeatable, but also Maceo Parker and 
Fred Wesley are unbeatable too. 

You also play drums, don't you? Didn't you play drums on 
Night Train? I heard like the drummer went to the 
washroom and James Brown, ur, Mr. Brown, filled in! 
(laughs) You're a funny cat! But that's true. That's true. Cat 
had to go the bathroom and we had to cut to the next song. 
(laughs) 1'll start to go a little deeper. He had number 1 in 
mind; we had the whole thing in mind, right?! (laughs) It was 
real good. And I played the drums on a song called "Hold It" 
as well. 

Mr. Brown, what exactly was the story behind the cover of 
the "Please Please Please" 7inch (showing a white women's 
legs on the cover)? You're picture is not on the cover. 

I'm going to let the ladies know (The Bittersweets--James 
Brown's back up singers), when I first made this song, 
"Please Please Please" and it became such a dynamite hit, they 
didn't put a Black man on the covers too much. Black men 
were not on the covers. And this album I was not on the 
covers. And I was not on the cover of “Try Me.” A girl was on 
that. And I was not on the cover of "Think." It was a baby on 
there, but then later on they found out is what they were 
missing is a beautiful face and then they decided they wanted 
to put it on there, but after things got better and people got to 
understand , so they re-covered all of them. 

Do you still own radio stations and gas stations and all that 
stuff. Mr. Brown? 

Not gas stations. I wish I did own a gas station and let the 
radio station go because gas sells faster! Since the Internet 
came by, radio stations suffered tremendously, I am sure you 
know that, but we have two stations and an interest in a third 
one in Atlanta, And hopefully we will get a chance to get it. 
But what happened with my station, I tried to rephrase what 
was going on in earlier years and everybody has copied my 
format now. 

Did you also have restaurants too? There was the Golden 
Skillet? 

Well, no. At least you close, Gold Platter. How do you know 
the word, how did you learn the word "skillet"? Where did you 
learn that from? 

I don't know, just hanging out in the Vancouver, British 
Columbia, Canada, Mr. Brown! 

Well, that's a long ways from...(laughs) okay, but anyway, we 
got a Gold Platter and they did pretty well but uh I couldn't 
stay there and eat all the time, I wanted to get on the road, so 
we gave that away, gave it up. We made a lot of money on it 
though. 


Now Mr. Brown, I know when I got the gentlemen to get 
you to sign this (poster of the 1964's “THE T.A.M.1I. 
SHOW”), you were very excited about it. 

I was looking for the Bittersweets. I wanted them to see what I 
had to fight through. When you think of James Brown on a 
show with the Beach Boys, Chuck Berry, Barbarians, Marvin 
Gaye- 

The Barbarians? Remember them? The drummer only 
had one hand, 

I remember them very well. They were fantastic people. I 
don't know how you remember them though? 

They've shown The 7.A.M.I. Show on TY quite a bit. I was 
curious: the reaction you got from the The 7.A.M.I. Show 
is absolutely outstanding. You completely blew the Rolling 
Stones away, Mr. Brown. Was the reaction you got there 
typical to the reaction you would get around the world? 
Well that was the first time they had ever seen somebody 
move that way! Dick Clark talks about it all the time, my 
very good friend. And I went on American Bandstand and you 
had to be careful because my moves were classified a little 
deeper than regular moves, you know. And thank God for 
Elvis Presley came along with the tight pants and he gave me 
a chance to put mine back on! 

You were totally sweating on the 7.4.M.J. Show! Totally 
sweating away. What do you think of sweat, Mr. Brown? 
(laughs) | think sweat is something that is a very emotional 
thing in regards to where you put it at. You might put it in 
different places! (laughs) Sweat expresses emotion, either 
way, whether it is hard work, or... uh..., 1 wish I could get out 
of here, I'm tired. (laughs) 

Isn't there a story about you driving around in a black 
Cadillac with beautiful suits with the windows up you 
know to look cool, and you were totally sweating away 
there? In the South? 

1 don't remember that man but I tell you, if I was too deep in 
the South with a Cadillac I would be sweating like that. In 
those days, I'd tell you that right now, and I'd tell them that 
too! (laughs) 

(Brown's Security): 30 seconds! 

Nardwuar: Ski Party was an amazing movie. (1965 film 
with Frankie Avalon and the The Hondells and a Brown 
cameo) 

Well Ski Party was my first debut in really trying to act and uh 
I can remember the lines, I said, we walked in and they 
walked up and asked me a few questions, and I brought in, 
Robert Q. Lewis, he was all wrapped up in snow and he has 
been frozen, and I said, "If you found him out there you had 
better put him by the fire. The Abominable Snowman." I 
think "abominable" was the hardest word I had to get across! I 
don't want to talk all night now because we got to sing, and 
talking is a lot harder than singing. I'll see you after the show. 





Can I just ask you two quick questions here, Mr. Brown? I 
was wondering, do you remember Andre Williams at all? 
He had a song called "Bacon Fat"? 

Yes. Yes, I do. I remember that. I remember the dance. 

He also did the song called "Jailbait" too. 

I don't know anything about that. 

Andre Williams was also in the band called the Five 
Dollars as well. 

Are they bringing him back? 

He is back, and guess what they've brought him back as 
Mr. Brown? Check it out. This is Andre Williams back in 
the 1990s. (showing Andre Williams’ 1998 "Silky LP jacket 
which features Andre touching what appears to be a naked 
lady’s behind on the cover, though it is in fact Danny 
Dollrod’s tuchus.) 

He's got a lot of sense, don't he? (laughs) We're gone, okay. 


Thanks very much, Mr. Brown. Keep on rocking in the ’ Pe r 
free world, and doot doola doot doo... Y ls THE HY 
Well thank you very very much, I'm not going to say whap 


a 
bappa boola a big bam boo either ! I don't believe that movie, CE shes 

they've got a new rock 'n' roll picture out (Browm may be n ¥ 

referring to the 2000 made for TV movie “Little Richard”), : 


and the cat don't even know the song, he's like whap bappa ON DVD ATLA 
ST! 


looba a whump bam boomp! (laughs) 

That's pretty close. Doot doola doot doo... 

The Bittersweets: (singing angelically) Doot doot! 

Nardwuar: All right! 

James Brown: (to the Bittersweets): Are you going to be that 
good tonight? 
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BLACK ALL-GIRL BANDS 
AND FILM: 
FROM VAUDEVILLE 
TO SOUNDIES 


By Kristin McGee 





The International Sweethearts of Rhythm, world 
famous all-Colored girl’s orchestra ...are an 
absolutely unequaled combination of charm and 
of talent. 

- New York Age (11 December 1948:10) 


From the late 1920s on, the appearance of all-girl 
bands in the experimental vaudeville/film 
combinations significantly contributed to an emerging 
mass culture which gained currency in part because of 
the widely successful and highly sexualized spectacles 
of ‘girl acts’ featured in vaudeville, film and variety 
revues. During the 1930s, all-girl bands, more often 
than not, were promoted as the featured attraction of a 
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motion picture house’s stage show. These vaudeville- 
style stage shows typically provided one to two hours 
of live entertainment before the showing of feature 
length films. For a quarter, film patrons could take in 
a variety show exhibiting twelve to fifteen acts which 
often included a big band, dancers, comedians, 
acrobatics, blues and operetta singers and a whole 
range of novelty acts from whistlers to saw players, 
jugglers and mimics. 


From historical surveys of African American 
newspaper advertisements and music reviews, it’s 
clear that black all-girl bands existed early on in the 
twentieth century. Black female instrumental groups, 
like their white counterparts, performed in a variety of 
settings and most often on vaudeville stages, but also 
in music theatres, in hotels and for civic functions in 
the nation’s larger cities with sizable black 
populations like New York, Chicago, Baltimore, 
Pittsburgh, Kansas City, and Los Angeles. Bands like 
the Queens of Rhythm, the Harlem Playgirls, the 
Dixie Sweethearts and Lil Hardin Armstrong’s all-girl 
band also traveled on the black theatre circuits and 
were probably booked by the notorious black talent 
agency, the Theatre Organization Booking Agency 
(TOBA) as they performed one-nighters in the 
territories and fulfilled week-long theatre and 
ballroom engagements in the larger American cities. 

From a review of African American newspapers 
from the 1930s including the Chicago Defender, the 
New York Age, and the Pittsburgh Courier, it appears 
that black all-girl bands also participated in variety 
reviews and stage shows as headlining acts in the 
various vaudeville and film combinations. Because of 
the limited distribution of black cast films, black all- 
girl bands typically performed in African American 
neighborhoods for black patrons while opening for the 
more commercial, and largely white Hollywood 
productions. 

Black owned theatres began cropping up in the 
early twentieth century shortly after the great northern 
migrations of southern blacks to northern cities during 
the teens and twenties. In Chicago, the number of 
black residents increased 700 percent between 1890 
and 1910 and then rose again by 148 percent between 
1910 and 1920. These theatres, which were not always 
black owned, did cater to black patrons, and provided 
second run Hollywood movies along with vaudeville 
and musical performances. Many of these theatres 
developed in an area which was colloquially known as 
the ‘Stroll,’ a region of Chicago’s near south side 
(between 26" and 39" streets) which became the focus 
of business, shopping and leisure activities during the 
early twentieth century. During the 1920s, the region 
just south of the ‘Stroll,’ near 47" and South Parkway 
(now Martin Luther King Drive), became renowned 








for its active night life with over twenty movie 
theatres, and several vaudeville and musical venues 

In these theatres, black movie goers could enjoy 
movies without Jim Crow seating restrictions, as well 
as interact with the films in culturally specified modes 
of behaving that may have been censored in the 
predominantly white downtown movie palaces. More 
importantly, black consumers could actively select 
and patronize those black artists, actors and musicians 
that established careers for themselves in the highly 
popular black vaudeville and music circuits. Both the 
Monogram and the Grand theaters on South State 
Street were part of the TOBA vaudeville circuit which 
booked black acts throughout the Midwest and across 
the South as part of the movie-vaudeville 
entertainment combination. While TOBA’s control 
and exploitation of black artists earned the circuit the 
appellation “Tough on Black Asses,’ the organization 
did allow black talent to become a regular feature in 
the movie houses on the Stroll. Vaudeville and black 
theater stars like Butter Beans and Susie (with pianist 
Lil Armstrong), S.H. Dudley, Kid & Coot, Jazz Lips 
Richardson, Adelaide Hall, the Darktown Minstrels, 
and Bert Williams shared vaudeville bills with 
popular jazz and swing bands like those of Fats 
Waller, Duke Ellington, Fletcher Henderson and 
Count Basie. Similarly, all-girl bands like the Harlem 
Playgirls or Lil Hardin Armstrong’s all-girl band 
shared bill with the famous black comedians and 
actors who circulated on the TOBA routes and 
performed in movie theatres during the 1920s and 
1930s. 

Significantly, whites generally did not patronize 
the black theatres in Chicago’s south side. Whites 
already had access to jazz performances provided by 
black musicians in the black and tan clubs. For films, 
whites typically preferred to attend the more elaborate 
downtown picture palaces. Thus, as Mary Carbine 
cited in her study of Chicago’s early-twentieth century 
black movie houses in Camera Obscure, ‘the movie 
theatres offered a culturally autonomous setting for 
jazz performance, where black musicians played for 
black audiences.’ 

One such popular African American all-girl band 
to perform in the black theatres and film houses of the 
1930s were the Midwestern Harlem Playgirls. In 
1935, The Stecker Brothers of Minneapolis, probably 
inspired by the success and novelty of the Dixie 
Sweethearts, encouraged Minneapolis based drummer 
Sylvester Rice to organize an all-girl band. 

In Frank Driggs liner notes to Jazzwomen, A 
Feminist Retrospective Rice recalls the pressure of 
having to construct a professional touring dance band 
in less than one week: 


The first rehearsal was the sorriest mess I have 
ever heard. Orvella and I went out and got 
drunk afterward and I was on the verge of 
tears. We had just left Eli’s band and they 
were really swinging. I had one week to whip 
the band into shape and hit the road. We did it, 
rehearsing day and night. Learned about 
twenty five numbers and when we finished 
playing them, we’d start right over. I could 
write several books about this band and not 
fully cover the weird things that happened. 
However, the band did jell and by the time we 
hit the West Coast the girls were an excellent 
attraction. 
Rice even admits his fierce competitive tactics as he 
resorted to hiring some of the Dixie Sweetheart’s best 
musicians for the Harlem Playgirls just as the 
Sweethearts were embarking upon their west coast 
tour. 

Many all-girl bands were organized by booking 
agencies that were looking to increase their novelty 
markets and broaden their name recognition by 
expanding their roster of sexy acts. In doing so, these 
booking agencies would often hire well-respected 
band leaders to recruit, rehearse and direct the newly 
formed all-girl bands for a limited time until the band 
became musically established. At such a time, 
management typically hired a female band leader who 
had already established a name for herself on the 
vaudeville circuits as an entertainer or headlining act. 
She was usually highly attractive and musically 
accomplished as a singer, dancer or instrumental 
soloist. Such was the case for the Harlem Playgirl’s 
first female band leader, Eddie Crump who had 
previously worked on the TOBA circuit as a dancer, 
singer and headlining star. 

One review of the band, noted the prestigious and 
prolific touring experience of the band’s second band 
leader, Baby Briscoe: 

The Harlem Play Girls who are routed to 
appear here for three nights beginning Nov. 11 
are now doing great work under the direction 
of ‘Baby’ Briscoe, versatile and flashy New 
Orleans band leader. Formerly appearing with 
Joe Robichaux, Lil Armstrong, the Five Joy 
Clouds, the Four Coeds and Troy Brown, Miss 
Briscoe has had a great wealth of experience 
on the road. Miss Briscoe is rousing out her 
first year with the all-girls band and has 
enjoyed tremendous success as the band’s 
leader. Her ability to keep the girls in the 
groove while swinging out with their hot 
numbers, has won her a good reputation as a 
band leader. In addition to directing, Baby 
Briscoe will soon play trumpet. For sometime 
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now she has been studying the trumpet and 
will soon be heard blowing the instrument. 
Baby Briscoe later sang and “wielded baton” for the 
Darlings of Rhythm in the 1940s as Joan Lunceford. 
Like the popular white all-girl bands touring 
vaudeville circuits during the 1930s, the black bands 
also received accolades for their combined visual and 
aural accomplishments. Reviews typically noted the 
band’s musical and feminine charms. One review 
included a promotional photo of the band’s rhythm 
section and was captioned ‘Here’s Feminine Rhythm 
...And How!’ 
Pictured above are members of the rhythm 
section of the Harlem Play Girls orchestra now 
touring the country. Each time the band is 
heard, the leader of the band, pretty Edie 
Crump, gets her pretty ear full of compliments 
on the band. It’s a fact folks; they can play as 
good as they look. 
Another review comments upon the prettiness and 
cunning of the musicians, depicting the women as 
something like charming co-eds: 
‘Group of Clever, Pretty, Talented Girls.’ This 
group of lovely girls is known as the Harlem 
Play Girls. They’ve been on a four months 
tour of these United States and have been very 
successful in their attempt to please Mr. and 
Mrs. Public. This is the only sepia all-girl unit 
on tour in the U.S. and is in great demand by 
dancers everywhere. They recently finished a 
week’s engagement at the Howard Theatre in 
Washington D.C. Now playing one-nighters in 
Virginia and West Virginia. 
seat SPA PTA Wb re oe yaa 
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Darlings of Rh 


Darlings of Rhythm, 1945 
Women performing in vaudeville bands, like the 
male vaudeville bands which toured on the Keith 
Orpheum circuits, frequently performed in a variety of 
capacities from dancing, to singing and musical 
comedy repartee. Various press releases confirmed the 
band member’s highly diverse theatrical skills. This 
one is probably from the band’s 1937 Mid-West tour: 
‘Swing in Both Sexes.’ ‘Miss Eddie crump and her 
Harlem Play Girls, novel all-feminine swing 
aggregation which has been breaking records out in 
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the provinces and is due in the East next month. The 
girls sing, dance and play.” 

In October of 1937, the Harlem Playgirl’s were 
affectionately coined the ‘Queens of Swing’ in part to 
legitimate their abilities as jazz musicians and 
probably to participate in the ever increasing demand 
for swing. Associations to Benny Goodman as the 
‘King of Swing’ were undoubtedly understood by 
black audiences who recognized the black origins of 
the more commercially successful ‘swing.’ 

In 1938, the band landed a performance at 
Harlem’s Apollo Theatre, the highest honor for black 
jazz bands throughout the country. The band returned 
to the Apollo in December of 1938 to perform with a 
vaudeville style revue featuring celebrated comics 
Willie Bryant and Jackie Mabley and the vaudeville 
duo of Lewis and Van. 

By 1939, the same year that Billie Holiday 
recorded her socially radical adaptation of ‘Strange 
Fruit,’ the Harlem Playgirls were breaking box office 
records in the South. Promotional blurbs began to 
mention each musician in the ensemble and remarked 
upon the ‘swinging’ capabilities of the band. The 
Harlem Playgirl’s reputation as a great swing band 
extended beyond their novelty status as an all-girl 
band. Indeed, the band frequently performed on the 
same bill as notable male swing ensembles including 
the bands of Don Albert and Nat Towles. 

In 1939, one review claimed that the band was so 
successful as a dance band (swing band) that even the 
women didn’t mind the added feminine competition: 

And Even the Women Raved Over Them. 
When a woman compliments another woman, 
that is something. And the female jitterbugs 
really liked the music of the Harlem Playgirls 
as they swung out in Jesse J. Johnson’s brand 
new Paradise Deluxe Gardens in St. Louis 
Thursday and Friday nights. June 15 and 16. 
Note the smiling faces and interesting poses 
caught by photographer Davenport as the 
Harlem Playgirls did a little ‘stand-up.’ 

Some of the Harlem Playgirl’s featured soloists 
pursued professional careers as touring musicians well 
into the 1940s. Harlem Playgirl trumpet player Jean 
Ray Lee, for example, later played with the Darlings 
of Rhythm and Eddie Durham’s All-Stars in the 
1940s. Similarly, tenor soloist Margaret Backstrom 
(‘Padjo’) later played in Eddie Durham’s All-Stars 
and then defected to the Darlings of Rhythm. The 
famous Tiny Davis, trumpet soloist with the 
Sweethearts of Rhythm, also appeared on some of the 
earlier rosters of the Harlem Playgirls. Dixie 
Sweetheart’s drummer Henrietta Fontaine, for 
example, later played with the Darling’s of Rhythm in 
the 1940s. Other Dixie Sweetheart members Marjorie 
Pettiford and Violet Burnside also continued to 





perform with all-girl bands during the 1940s. Both 
Pettiford and Burnside later toured with the 
Sweethearts of Rhythm in the 1940s. 

During the 1940s, many of the most successful all- 
girl bands were recruited for film as featured acts on 
the newly invented panoramic Soundies. These three- 
minute musical films were projected inside Panorams, 
machines that were simply custom-made jukeboxes 
with automated film projectors. The novelty of these 
sound film boxes encouraged a degree of 
experimentation and diversity in musical genre and 
subject matter. Vaudeville acts, jazz dancing, hillbilly 
songs, patriotic hymns, all-girl bands, “hot” jazz 
bands, society orchestras, operatic arias, Polish 
mazurkas, flamenco dancing, “gypsy” campfire songs 
and burlesque strip-teases all cut the grade for this 
mishmash of musical material. In addition to the 
various lesser known and more “exotic” numbers 
were performances by celebrated popular theatre and 
radio entertainers like Cab Calloway, Lena Horne, 
Doris Day, Duke Ellington, Bob Hope, Lawrence 
Welk, Dorothy Dandridge, Count Basie, the Mills 
Brothers, and Bill Robinson. 

The International Sweethearts of Rhythm was the 
only predominantly black all-girl band to record 
Soundies and short subject films during the 1940s. 
William Alexander, an entrepreneurial black 
filmmaker from New York, first filmed this band in 
That Man of Mine, released shortly after the formation 
of Alexander’s Associated Producers of Negro Motion 
Pictures in 1946. Alexander’s presentation of the 
Sweethearts is unique in his sincere desire to portray 
these women as serious musicians. The opening scene 
reveals a discussion between two very sophisticated 
and educated businesswomen about the possibility of 
auditioning the Sweethearts for the proposed 
production. We are then transported to the main 
theatre upon the set of a daytime rehearsal where the 
Sweethearts are presented in professional day clothes, 
each wearing something different and casually 
working out some details before warming up on a 32- 
bar blues. When asked to play, the band breaks into a 
jam session with the first chorus blown by the first 
trumpet player (probably Edna Williams). The 
trumpeter plays a couple rotations, passes it to pianist 
Johnny Mae Rice before the tenor soloist Vi Burnside 
blows a final shout section. The Sweethearts opening 
number was unusual in its showcasing of many jazz 
soloists, as opposed to the flashy, fast-paced and 
complicated arrangements presented by many of the 
other all-girl bands. 

The band’s second number features the bandleader 
and vocalist, Anna Mae Winburn, singing a medium 
tempo blues. This arrangement exemplifies the 
succinctness of Basie-esque arrangements. Beautiful 
saxophone unison phrases weave the vocal stanzas 


together. Then the two lead trumpet players face-off 
in a short improvised conversation in two- and four- 
bar breaks. Finally, the effervescent Tiny Davis sings 
a rougher, delta style blues with the band chanting 
“All Right” in response to Davis’s “How ‘Bout That 
Jive?” The song ends with a flashy trumpet solo full 
of bravado and high screeching notes and the 
woodwinds producing lots of runs and falls. 





Johnny Mae Rice 

Perhaps in response to Tiny’s witty and raucous 
blues rendition, the two women directors then ask for 
another number requesting “nothing too derogatory.” 
Vi Burnside begins this final audition number with 
four choruses of 16-bar blues. As the blues fade out, 
we are returned to the office of the male producer and 
male director, Mr. Kohl. Here the men debate the 
merits of serious acting and high drama versus music 
and dancing. At one point, the doubtful producer 
interjects “You’ve got the have the best of 
everything... So what else do you have but a bunch of 
dancers and a girl band?” Here the script betrays 
some of the current stereotypes regarding female 
creativity and musicianship. The third scene opens 
with the band auditioning for the male producer and 
director, again with a musical piece featuring many of 
the band’s accomplished soloists. This time, the 
arrangement delivers more straight ahead jazz than 
swing and is propelled by the heavy downbeats of the 
guitar and bass. 

The next scene cuts again to the director’s office 
where they debate the aesthetics of the potential film. 
Should they create high drama or sex appeal and 
glamour? The debate comes to a fore with the firing of 
the lead actress (performed by Ruby Dee in her first 
film appearance), who has proven herself in various 
serious dramatic roles, for another woman, more 
glamorous and sexually appealing but who is also less 
experienced and much lower on the social stratum. 
The final act begins with another hot number by the 
Henri Woode jazz band performing an extremely up- 
tempo jazz arrangement with complicated, chromatic 
melodies more akin to bebop than swing or blues. 
Two excellent jitterbug dancers enter the stage, 
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following the patterns, melodies and rhythms of the 
musical phrases with a finesse, athleticism and 
accuracy uncommon for social dancers. The Woode 
band is a smaller seven-piece band and sounds more 
contemporary, even avant-garde compared to the 
Sweethearts. 

Soon after, the Sweethearts reenter in full evening 
attire for their final audition, this time performing a 
highly complicated jazz arrangement at lightning 
speed as if to compete with Woode’s difficult 
arrangement. This complicated piece affirms the girl’s 
technical expertise while also revealing their 
versatility in a number of musical idioms from jazz to 
blues, and swing to orchestral arrangements. The 
movie ends with the producer opting for the original 
serious actress who is also fiancé to the director, as 
opposed to the less talented, socially suspect and 
sexually promiscuous street entertainer. As if to 
legitimate the film’s timid feminist angle, the 
Sweethearts are simultaneously congratulated for their 
professionalism and musical expertise and are 
consequently chosen as the featured musical act. 

The Sweethearts position in the film is secured 
only after they have proven themselves as serious 
musicians and not as sex objects, visual images or as 
merely as a “bunch of girls” with all of its allusions to 
novelty acts. Alexander’s presentation of female 
musicians self-consciously negates the female 
stereotype favored in other Hollywood films, which 
consistently presented women musicians as feminine 
objects on display, collegiate students or fill-ins for 
those male musicians abroad. While the moral 
dilemma of the film implies a broader dialectic with 
white film genres and themes, it does so by 
implicating the purported socially redemptive power 
of music and a slightly more realistic representation of 
musical women. However, as female musicians, the 
Sweethearts are required to audition for the majority 
of the film before they are accepted as serious jazz 
instrumentalists. The Sweethearts constant 
“auditioning” status contrasted other swing centered 
narratives featuring male bands, where the 
professionalism and skill of male musicians like 
Benny Goodman and Duke Ellington was accepted a 
priori. In That Man of Mine, women are eventually 
treated as individuals both in their musical endeavors, 
(but only after they have proven themselves as 
capable improvisers) and in their abilities as dramatic 
leading actresses. This was indeed striking in contrast 
to presentations of female musicians in Hollywood 
films of the 1940s. 

Jazz histories rarely mention the activities and 
popularity of all-girl bands during the late 1920s and 
throughout the 1940s. Further, the theatrical/film 
contexts in which many early jazz and swing bands 
(male and female) performed is often casually 
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mentioned or left out all together. While lesser known 
bands like the pioneering Queens of Rhythm probably 
performed in a variety of settings from the grueling 
one-nighters at territory locations to the more 
profitable ballrooms and dance halls, they more 
prominently participated in the experimental 
vaudeville-motion picture combinations which 
persisted well into the 1940s. Black bands led by 
Duke Ellington, Cab Calloway and Fletcher 
Henderson also performed in the once prosperous and 
predominantly white vaudeville theatres as well as the 
famous black theatres like the Harlem Opera House 
and the Apollo Theatre, venues which consistently 
provided patrons a wide variety of entertainment from 
vaudeville acts to variety revues and musical comedy. 

Within all-girl bands, the cultural mixing of 
musical repertoires, the special attraction of classical 
female soloists, the sensation appeal of multi-talented 
female band leaders and the inclusion of comedy, 
singing, and dancing drew upon vaudeville’s earlier 
cultural conventions which readily mixed high and 
low and significantly relied upon the public’s 
familiarity with both popular music and light classical 
melodies. In this respect, white all-girl bands were 
more likely to perform sophisticated arrangements of 
well known popular songs or light classical melodies 
familiar to their audiences than to perform newly- 
composed, jazz works. However, black and white 
bands like the Queens of Rhythm, the Ingenues, the 
Harlem Playgirls and the International Sweethearts of 
Rhythm readily admitted their allegiances to 
vaudeville as well as their desire to embrace all things 
modern, in their flashy novelty acts, their access to the 
latest technologies, their sporty flapper costumes and 
endless displays of musical versatility. For such novel 
talents enabled, for the first time, all-girl jazz to see 
the world, and for the world to see all-girl jazz. 
Indeed, all-girl bands glimmered at home and over 
seas, out shinning their vaudeville hosts, just as the 
spotlights of America’s first mass entertainment gave 
way to the flickering lights of motion pictures. 
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In March of 2004, saxophonist Fred Anderson and 
drummer/percussionist Hamid Drake released Back Together Again 
(Thrill Jockey 139), a recording that features them playing both new 
and old material in an intimate duet setting. During the Soma Studios 
sessions, recorded by Chicago musician and engineer John McEntire, 
Anderson and Drake were also filmed for behind-the-scenes film that is 
included with the CD package. It is a magisterial release, brimming with 
invention and the kinds of interactive empathy that might make a close 
listener take a deep breath and smile. 











In July, 1 got the opportunity to sit down with them at the Velvet Lounge, 
Anderson's South Side club. Since they were just finishing an interview 
with a freelancer for another publication when I arrived, | decided to 
spend more time talking with them about their backgrounds and musical 
philosophy than about the recording. The conversation lasted well over 
an hour, and on the way, we learned about the ties that bind and 
spiritual and political implications of music-making.... 


I want to thank you two for taking time out, because it seems like 
you are just trying to cram a bunch of interviews and stuff in... 

FA: Thank you. We're happy to do it. 

Since you all have probably answered a lot of the questions that I’m 
going to ask you in the last hour and a half or so, I’m gonna start, 
actually, by asking a question that you’ve both answered a lot in the 
past. [I want you] to talk about Monroe, Louisiana, and to talk 
about what it means for both of you to have come from there and 
come to Chicago, and what kind of influence that has on who you 
are as human beings in general, and as musicians in particular. 

HD: Well, let me first say that the bulk of my family, my extended 
family, comes from Louisiana. I was born there: Monroe, Louisiana, 
1955, August 3rd. My situation is pretty interesting because I was 
brought to the Chicago area as an infant. I was adopted by my aunt, 
whose name was Amelia, and my uncle, his name was Henry. My aunt 
wasn’t able to have children, and my biological mother, Etta, she'd 
already had three sons and a daughter. So when I was born, she gave me 
to her sister, so Amelia would have a child to raise, which later on, I 
found out, was a common practice in the south [and] in Africa. So, they 
came from the Chicago area to Louisiana, they got me and brought me 
back north and then legally adopted me. But every summer, throughout 
my teenage years, we would always drive back to Louisiana. First to 
Monroe, then we'd go out into the country, we'd go to Natchitoches and 
also to the place where my mothers, meaning my aunt and my biological 

















mother, were born. It’s a place called Luella, and it’s deep country, like 
cotton fields and cane fields. They came from a family of like twelve or 
thirteen kids. My mother and my aunt were the youngest. My mother 
[Amelia], she was two years older than her sister, my biological mother. 
I hope all this is making sense. [Laughs]. So, going back every summer 
was quite an experience for me because, coming from the North and 
then going back south: the south was still a little different at that 
particular time. I got a sense and got a taste of what it was like. 

So this would be summers in the 60s, then? 

HD: Yeah, it would be summers in the 60s and even up until 70- 
something. You know after my father, that is, my uncle, died my mother 
and I would still drive back to visit family, you know, visit the relatives. 
So I got a feeling of what it was like to be a part of an extended 
family —and a feeling of southern culture. I started learning about the 
specialness of Louisiana: it was kind of different from some of the other 
southern states. And also at that time, my biological father was 
educating me to the fact of the mixing that went on between blacks and 
Indians in the south. It happened on the east coast too, but particularly in 
the south. So it was a great thing for me to go back, but it was difficult 
also because a lot of my younger relatives who were my age, I mean, 
they were picking cotton and stuff. I tried to do it a couple times, and I 
couldn’t ... I couldn’t. And I got the feeling like, “How were our 
ancestors able to do this?” And I was a kid, and it was hard for me, and I 
don’t see how they were able to do it. I tried it a couple of times, and 
after that I never did it again. It was treacherous, backbreaking work. So, 
yeah, it was such a learning experience for me, and now my intention is 
to keep going back, and I want my daughters to be more introduced to 
the culture because we come from a pretty large family, from my mother 
and father’s side. 

And, Fred, you start in Louisiana, um, a few years before. 

FA: Yeah, a few years before. [Laughs.] I’m an only child. My 
grandmother—God, I remember, you start speaking of the cotton 
field—she used to take me out when I was real young. I wasn’t picking 
no cotton, but I was out there with her. But that’s how I got introduced 
to the cotton field, but that was short-lived. My mother and father 
separated when I was real young. So I didn’t know my father until I was 
32 years old. My aunt was the one who brought me and my mother to 
Evanston, This is years ago, back in about 1940 ...’41 rather. So I never 
really knew a whole lot about what was happening in Louisiana. I 
learned more about Louisiana recently, but my roots were there. When I 
went back down there, I was 32 years old, and my father was trying to 
explain what happened between him and my mother. But you know, it 
was alright. I knew what was happening. By that time, I had kids of my 
own. There was one thing about my mother, she never did tell me 
anything bad about him, so I never really had that to think about. So we 
just got together. And then later on, in 1963, he died out in California. I 
couldn’t even go to his funeral because, economically, I couldn’t make 
it. But anyway, we wasn’t that close.... He’s got kids, so it was a strange 
thing: I got stepbrothers and sisters that I’ve never met. See, that’s the 
sad part about it, but anyway, that’s just the way it happened, so.... 

It’s interesting to hear both of you talk just a little about Louisiana 
because my mother’s part of my family is all from down 
there— Bogalusa, Franklinton—and, same kind of thing, we would 
go back every summer when I was a kid. And my brother and I 
would just play: we were just kids running around. My great 
grandmother was part Cherokee, great grandfather black, and 
somebody had some money somewhere back there, so somehow they 
got some land. We’d just be running around, and my great great 
grandfather would try to get us out in there in the field to help him, 
and we were like, “You know what? It’s not gonna happen.” 

HD: Yeah, our people were like, black and Choctaw. 

Okay, so at what point did you two meet one another? I’ve read that 
at one point, you were taking lessons with Fred’s son. Is that the 
story? 

HD: No, no. We were both playing drums at the same time. Fred’s 
oldest son Eugene. But I met Fred because Fred’s mother and my 
mother were friends. His mother was a beautician, and they were very 
close, Fred’s mom, I used to call her “Grandma D,” the same thing that 
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his sons called her. So as far as I know, she was my grandmother, but 
there was a time when our families used to live together. Fred and his 
wife, Bernice had a house on Wesley, and we rented a room out in the 
house. Eventually we moved into a house across the street, but our 
families lived together. So that’s how I first met Fred, and I was just one 
of the kids...with his kids. But our mothers were very, very close and my 
father was very close with Fred. 

What kind of music were you doing at that point? 

HD: When our families were living together, I wasn’t playing music. I 
was very young, but I remember hearing Fred play, and also I remember 
seeing different musicians coming to the house to play with Fred. 
Different drummers, and I remember seeing Billy Brimfield, the trumpet 
player. Actually, at that time, it was when the AACM [Association for 
the Advancement of Creative Musicians] was just being formed. 

So ’64, 65? 

HD: Yeah, that’s when our families were living together. I would hear 
Fred practicing in the basement, and I would see musicians coming 
through. Although my father didn’t play an instrument, he was very 
much in to music. They also used to talk about music a lot. 

And what were you doing around this time? Because I know you 
were making music and at that point in time, it can’t have been that 
easy to make a living. 

FA: I wasn’t playing music for a living: I was playing music for a 
hobby. I had a day job because I had a family, and we bought a house 
out there, and I had to pay the mortgage. 

What was the day job? 

FA: I was waiting tables, -but in the mean time I was practicing and 
playing music. I never really did make a living playing music. 

We’re going to come up to the record eventually, but, because I 
don’t know how much people might know, I want to cover some 
deep background stuff. 

HD: I didn’t start playing drums until 4th or 5th grade. Prior to that, I 
was going to the same school as Fred’s kids were going to: Dewey 
School in Evanston. I began playing drums—snare drum and big bass 
drum—in a [school] stage band after we had moved. 

Is there some series of events or experiences that led you to decide, 
“I really want to try this music thing”? 

HD: At the time, kids were invited to join the stage band, and I didn’t 
want to play drums: what I really wanted to play was trombone, but 
there were no trombones left. I really wanted to be in the stage band, and 
in order for me to do that I had to play [drums] with this other 
guy—snare drum and the big bass drum—and we'd alternate back and 
forth. That’s how it started, and then after that, of course, this 
relationship, this kind of love affair grew around it. My parents bought 
me my first little half drum set, so I started practicing on that. But I was 
taking lessons in school with the drum teacher for the stage band. 

And the half kit was stripped down, bass drum, snare...? 

HD: Yeah, it was like bass drum, snare, high hat, one cymbal and 
cymbal stand. Your basic foundation of stuff, you know? 

People like Cozy Cole could do something great with that, ahouall 
So that’s your entry point. For both of you, lets say at the beginning 
of the 1970s, you [HD] at this point are in your mid 20s, or getting 
close to your mid 20s...? 

HD: Well, no, cuz I graduated high school in ’73, I was 18. 

What were you listening to and playing? 

FA: When I was playing, then that’s when I was sitting here [the Velvet 
Lounge] playing, what? Since 1970? 

HD: No, it was a little after that because I joined Kart Wolf—that was 
about ’72 because it was right before I got out of high school. I started 
playing with Fred right after I got out of high school. 

You saw him playing with this band? 

FA: That was the first time I seen him play. I heard he was playing 
because he and my son were playing drums at the same time, my older 
son, Eugene. I had a writing workshop, and he came to the workshop. 
He was playing with a rock group, and he was so good. I said [to 
myself], “Man, this cat could be a nice jazz drummer,” and I invited him 
to the workshop, and I didn’t know if he was coming or not, and all of a 
sudden he walked in the door, and it’s been going ever since. 








What kinds of things were you playing yourself, around that time? 
FA: Well this was around the period when the AACM had just come 
into being, you know, and I had a few compositions that I played. I 
played at the first AACM concert. 

HD: He had more than a few compositions! 

FA: This is during the period when, for instance, ‘Omette Coleman was 
on the scene, you know? Everybody was, so he was sort of like...’m 
going back a little bit. Charlie Parker was the one that I started out 
listening to...and Lester Young and Dexter Gordon and all those guys, 
you know, Amett Cobb, Illinois Jacquet: those were the people I was 
listening to back then. I always listened to Charlie Parker. Around ’45 or 
*46, that was the first time I heard him and really knew him. My parents 
had some of his records when he was with Jay McShann around the 
house. 

Oh, like “Hootie Blues”? 

FA: Yeah, that’s right, that’s right. That’s how I got there. I'd already 
been listening to Duke Ellington with Johnny Hodges and people before 
I'd even heard of Charlie Parker. I’d heard Lester Young and Johnny 
Hodges, Count Basie and all them...and a friend of mine who was in the 
navy came back and asked me, “Man, you ever heard Charlie Parker?” 
And I said, “No, man, I ain't never heard Charlie Parker.” And he 
played me “Now’s the Time,” and I ran home, looking for that Jay 
McShann record and found one, all the rest of them were broken. From 
then on ... [A delivery man knocks at the Velvet Lounge’s door and 
interrupts the interview.] 

So you’re listening to all these classic bop and pre-bop saxophone 
players and maybe getting some ideas from them. You mentioned 
earlier that Ornette Coleman came along and started to change 
some of how you listen to stuff? 

FA: Maybe, but it was just that he was a little bit different from what 
Bird [Charlie Parker]was playing, but I knew where he was coming 
from. 

He’s the logical successor to Bird, not like somebody like 
Cannonball, well, Cannonball is too, but they go in different 
directions. 

FA: Yeah, yeah, Cannonball came a little earlier. Yeah, Cannonball 
came out in the ‘50s, before Ornette even hit the scene. This is how I 
started playing, you know, playing a lot of Charlie Parker records and 
listening to him and listening to that concept, so when Ornette Coleman 
came around, I understood exactly what he was doing, I knew where he 
was coming from. Everybody was like, “What is he doing, man?” So we 
just jumped on that bandwagon, and we saw a whole lot of people 
jumped on that wagon: Coltrane jumped on it, Sonny Rollins, a lot of the 
cats jumped on that stuff [laughs] because that was just the way it was 
going. I had just come up, the AACM had just come up, and Hamid and 
I got together and saw that and created this particular concept that we’re 
doing now. 

That actually leads me to one of the questions I want to ask: how do 
you two listen to each other when you play? What do you hear in his 
playing, what are you listening for, getting from what he’s doing, 
and vice versa? 

FA: Well, it’s just a matter of different styles and different drums and 
things, the way drums have been played, you know? I was telling the 
other gentleman that was here about...I’d been listening to Max Roach, 
then I heard Ed Blackwell. There was a drummer from New Orleans 
name Arthur Reeds, he was the one who told me about Ed Blackwell 
because he studied with Blackwell in New Orleans. And this is where, 
you know, I just heard that New Orleans swing and funk and whatever 
you want to call it. You know what I mean, because he was playing not 
a whole lot of cymbals, he was playing drums. He had that African 
sound. That really fascinated me. 

Did you hear some echo of that in [Hamid]... 

FA: Well I was the one who told him about Ed Blackwell, you know? 
Then we just kind of put it together. Put that whole concept together 
because everybody was talking about Max Roach and a few other 
drummers. Roach was a popular drummer with the bebop cats, with 
Charlie Parker, because he was in Charlie Parker's first band. And there 
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was a lot of other drummers too, Art Blakey, Big Sid Catlett, other 
drummer. They were the modern drummers like .... 

Roy Haynes. 

FA: Yeah, Roy Haynes. That’s right. But I think Ed Blackwell was the 
one that really fascinated me. I told Hamid about him, and the rest of it 
is history. 

What about you (HD)...? 

HD: What did I listen for? What did I hear? Wow, that’s a good 
question. I think, well, there’s a lot of things. One of the first things I 
noticed about Fred was the depth and clarity of his sound. I had the 
feeling that I wanted my drumming to be really clear like that, ’cause 
Fred has such a precision to his playing, but also, he explores the lower 
registers [of the horn]. He explores stuff from the ground up. This 
concept was starting to emerge with me that I wanted to be very rooted, 
like how his sound is, but also, I wanted to be able to be exploratory, 
still in that rootedness. When I first joined the group, this group we had 
together, I mean, I didn’t know at all what was going on. 

Okay, when was this? 

HD: This was about ’72, Fred? Something like that? 

FA: 1972, 1973? 

HD: I mean didn’t know much at all about what was going on. It was 
because Fred saw something in me that I hadn’t even discovered in 
myself yet. So I was just trying to hang on, and just kind of hang in there 
and discover as I went along, but I noticed that he played with a lot of 
rhythm. I’d come up in groups where we were playing funk, soul and 
r&b, where the horn players would just play these lines against vocal 
melody and stuff, and that would kind of be it. Sometimes there’d be a 
solo, but to play with a musician who could solo constantly, that was a 
whole new kind of thing for me. So Fred told me about Blackwell, and 
when I started listening to him, it enabled me to understand a little bit 
more what Fred was doing. Listening to Blackwell and his whole 
approach with the music of Ornette Coleman became like this wide 
swinging open door for me to approach drumming and playing in this 
group, this particular group that we had, from another perspective. It’s 
like this light went on: “Ahh, now I’m starting to understand a little 
more how I can approach this.” As far as listening to Fred [is 
concerned], I would listen for certain, let’s say, “key phrases,” certain 
phrases that became keys for me. I started playing those phrases I would 
hear him do, but at the same time, try and keep a consistent thing going 
with the drums time-wise. But then also, I would hear him play stuff that 
would help me to intuit how I could play rhythmically, but also 
arhythmically, where I wasn’t necessarily playing any designated 
rhythms, but approaching the rhythm from a much more open space, like 
how Rashied Ali or Sunny Murray would approach it. And I’d never 
played music like that before; it was like a wide open frontier, and I 
have to admit at first it was a little confusing for me because I had no 
reference points. Listening to Fred and the whole way he approached the 
rhythm, compared to the rhythmic concepts that I was accustomed to, 
just opened a whole other door for me. I don’t know if that makes sense. 
Well, it does make sense because if I can think of it in really simple 
terms: listening to Ed Blackwell teaches you how to listen to Fred 
Anderson. 

HD: Yes, that’s what happened. 

One of the things that always fascinates me, or at least fascinates me 
now from a different standpoint, is I hear somebody play something 
and instead of thinking “Wow, that’s pretty amazing that he did 
that,” I wonder, ‘What must it be like to go through the world 
hearing that way?” You know? 

HD: Yeah, absolutely. You’re absolutely right, and that became a 
mystery for me because it became like, almost like a mantra forming in 
a way. To understand how to approach this music and how to play it. 
Because we were doing time stuff, and also stuff that didn’t necessarily 
have a distinctive sort of time. That was a challenge for me. If Fred 
came to me and said, “Okay, we have this one song here called ‘Black 
Women’ or ‘Ballad for Rita’” [both tracks are on Back Together Again 
or something like that, “and I want you to play it like a ballad,” my 
conception of a ballad at the time was like doo-wop, or a real slow 
swing. But, no, that’s not what he was talking about. A ballad didn’t 





necessarily have any kind of time structure, so I was like “Dang! How 
am I going to do this?’ Then he would say, “Well, I want you to play 
this like a ballad and with mallets.” I’d never really played mallets on a 
drum set until I began working in the group with Fred because all of the 
other music I was doing didn’t call for that. I had to acquire some 
mallets and learn about mallet playing. 

How do you (FA) remember his playing from that time? Because I 
heard you telling part of this story earlier, about when he first joins 
the band. 

FA: Yeah, he had a sense of rhythm, and sense of feeling, he had a sense 
of time, he had all that. Wherever it was from, it was all there. 
Everything fit; everything was where it was supposed to be... 

What did he need to work on? 

FA: That was a foundation: the time was the foundation. Now, what he 
did after that was figure out how he could still have good time and play, 
embellish what he was doing. We just got together and just started 
playing. There really wasn’t a whole lot of conversation about it, it was 
just something that he was aware of and that he was doing it already. 

HD: it just so happened that this bass player that I'd been working, Felix 
Blackmon, we both joined Fred’s ensemble at the same time. 

So you already had this kind of connection...? 

FA: By the time they [joined my group], they were already going, the 
two of them. 

HD: Felix didn’t come in as an acoustic bass player: he came in as an 
electric bass player. He had a Gibson, and he had a custom amplifier, 
you know, the custom ones that were sparkle padded. Felix and I 
developed something together because it was a new experience for him, 
too. We developed a way that we could play this music, and it turned 
into a language that I think to this day is very unique. If you were to hear 
some of these old records, cassettes and stuff that we did, the whole 
concept is really amazing. It’s funny because [with bassist] William 
Parker—we’ve been working together since the early '90s—it’s kind of 
like the relationship that I had with Felix, only a little bit more 
extensive: that type of communication where you could play in the time, 
but still stretch the time, but you’re still inside...where you're in and out 
at the same, and it makes perfect sense. It rocks, it dances, and then it’s 
very elevating for the spirit, too. Felix and I developed something, and 
Fred created the space for [that to happen]. And there’s people to this 
day who were at some of those concerts, and they still talk about Felix. 
FA: They played good together. It was just like... This wasn’t anything 
new, because Miles would do the same thing with guys, he would ask 
Herbie [Hancock], “Who would you like to play with?” and Herbie 
would say “I want to play with Tony Williams,” and that’s how that 
thing started. I don’t think Miles did a whole lot of talking. Herbie and 
Tony got together and played with Ron Carter, and it just happened, you 
know? So they already had that relationship before they even met me, so 
we all keyed in together. 

HD: [Multi-reedist] Douglas Ewart was in the group, and so was 
[trombonist] George Lewis. We had an incredible pianist whose name is 
Soji Adebayo, and later on [vocalist] Iqua Colson joined the group. We 
had a dancer, Sahai Hibbert. There were a lot of people coming in and 
out, like Billy Brimfield, It was an amazing time of development for me, 
and the way that I play is a direct result of that old relationship with Fred 
and these other musicians at the time, but particularly with Fred because 
he was like the headmaster. Fred would have us listening to things. 
We'd rehearse every week, and Fred would cook food. It was like this 
little community, this unit we had where we would eat, listen to music, 
practice and discuss the music. To be able to come up under a mentor 
like that, I think, it was so powerful and beneficial. That system still 
exists to some degree, but I don’t know if it has the same type of 
intensity as it used to have because it required a lot of humility and 
respect on one’s part because you were counting on this other person to 
really guide you through. If you come to it as a novice, you want 
someone to really guide you, and you have to have a certain type of 
openness to allow yourself to be guided. 

I remember these stories that I heard a lot when I was living in New 
York in the ’90s. So and so’s on the stage and the saxophonist’s 
leading the group, but the pianist is getting a lot of applause, you 


know? Because of all of his solos. And this would go one of two 
ways: the saxophone player could get rid of the piano player, or the 
piano player would say, “I want a raise because I’m getting more 
‘house’ than you.” But in fact, the whole idea is supposed to be 
“Let’s work together on this.” It seems like you had this thing set up 
that was different: “We’re a band, and we make music, but there’s 
also this family thing going.” 

HD: It’s amazing, because Fred, he has a unique way, a very strong 
capacity to give equal time or equal footing, equal privilege, equal, to 
everyone in the group. Everyone can really have their say and everyone 
is allowed really to just play and develop and express himself. And he 
still does that to this day with the younger musicians that are coming to 
the Velvet Lounge. As long as I can remember, he’s always been that 
way. Everybody, if they had compositions, was welcome to bring them 
in, and they would be played. We would spend just as much time on 
some of George’s pieces or Douglas’s pieces as we spent on Fred’s 
pieces. It was beautiful, it was very unique and rare. 

Can you (FA) say how or why you came to that band leading 
philosophy? 

FA: Well, the way I came to that is because, you know, when guys come 
in, they want to contribute. They’re there to contribute and make the 
music strong, so you have to trust them to play. I mean, you just can’t 
say “Well, you do this, and you do that.” I never did like that. If a guy 
wants to play, he wants to play with me, and we want to play with each 
other... Everybody was contributing to the music to make it strong, and 
they felt free that they could do something [and] that everybody would 
respect it and make it work at the same time, instead of me telling them 
what to play. ‘Cause that’s a whole lot of time wasted. It’s a feeling, you 
got to feel it. Everybody’s got to be on the same page in that respect, 
where we can make music_together instead of just playing music... Well, 
there are certain things, you know what I mean, that you can sort of 
direct, but I mean, we were creating music... I was told that Charlie 
Parker never talked music, never discussed music [with his band]: they 
played it! So, that’s one of the concepts that I’ve always had, and I think 
it works better like this because if somebody wants to play with you, 
they want to be a part of the club, they gonna come here and contribute. 
That reminds me of students I send to do concert reports, and 
actually some of them saw you [HD] at the Hot House with 
percussionist Michael Zerang [in May 2004], and they wrote things 
like “It was so amazing they played these things and didn’t look at 
each other, and they didn’t say anything.” And I wrote in the 
margins, “Of course they didn’t look at each other: they were 
listening to each other.” 

HD: When the group is really happening and working, when you have 
some idea or conception about what the work is, then you try to see how 
can you be useful to the work: “How can I be useful to the situation? 
What can I contribute?” If you’re coming from that perspective, that not 
only allows everyone else to shine but it really allows you to shine, too, 
because you're coming from a place of wanting to be useful and wanting 
to contribute, not to take. So everybody's enhanced. 

Unlike many of the other recordings that you two have done or 
participated in together, Back Together Again is a studio recording, 
rather than a live one. For people who don’t have the CD, who 
haven’t looked at the DVD that comes with it, or that haven’t read 
any of the other press, why did you do a studio recording? 

FA: We just wanted to do it—it was a challenge. I like to do live 
recordings, and I think Hamid likes to do live recordings, but this 
particular time, we just wanted to do a studio recording. It was 
suggested to us... 

By Bettina (Richards, head of Thrill Jockey]? 

FA: Yeah, she wanted us to do it because she had released a live 
recording with me and Robert Barry (Duets 2001, Thrill Jockey 101). 
And that came out alright. But this particular one, I guess it was going to 
be special, so I’m kinda glad we did. 

Why do you generally prefer live recordings? 

FA: You get one shot. You don’t have time to go over it and say, “Let's 
do this over again,” you just do it. That's another challenge, but in the 
studio, at least you have a chance to compare, you can say, “Well, we 
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can do it this way, and we can do it again and do it that way, which ever 
way we want.” Most of the time, you end up taking the first one, 
anyway. 

HD: Since we were going to be working with multiple frame drums and 
stuff—and we can’t do that live—we wanted to capture our sound to the 
fullest. Fred’s right: with live recordings, the tendency is to give it your 
best shot right then and there. Sometimes with studio recordings, there’s 
a little more relaxation because you know you can stop, go on again, like 
that. We wanted every nuance could be heard and perceived, nothing left 
out. Even if you just wanted to hear the air passing through Fred’s horn, 
you could do that [in the studio]. 

FA: Yeah, on the last tune, “Lama Khyenno (Heart’s Beloved),” you can 
really hear that. 

It’s interesting that you say that being in the studio made it possible 
for you to be a bit more relaxed. You get some time to reflect, but 
then, maybe that time to reflect also turns in to time to second-guess 
yourself too much... 

FA: Right. Because if you do one take, then do another take ... well, 
most of the time, your first take is going to be the one you will use. So 
it’s like a live recording and a studio recording sometimes be the 
same.... Each could be just as hip as the other, so you can’t say which is 
the best and which is not the best. 

And how much of the music was material you devised specifically 
for the recording session? I know that some of the things you’ve had 
in your repertoire for quite awhile... 

HD: Well, one thing we had in our repertoire was “Black Women.” But 
everything else was somewhat new except for the last song. That 
particular thing that Fred and I were singing, we’ve done that together 
before, but not in the same way. It was very different this time. 

How much discretion did you have with [engineer John] McEntire 
about the kind of microphones you wanted to use, the kind of set up 
you wanted in the studio? 

HD: We trusted him. I trusted him because he also plays drums himself, 
so he has a vast experience of the studio. So I knew he would get the 
best sound out of my kit that he possibly could get. So there was 
definitely a trust factor involved there. And he set us up in such a way 
where we didn’t have any [acoustic] baffles or anything, we could hear 
each other acoustically [i.e., without headphones], and play. So in that 
sense, it was still like a live recording in a way because we could hear 
each other acoustically... 

FA: The only time we used headphones was on the overdubs. 

HD: Yeah, on the overdubs when we were using multiple frame drums, I 
had to use headphones, and Fred had to use them as well. 

Beyond Bettina suggesting that you two might make a record 
together, what kinds of things did you have in mind that you wanted 
to do with the record that helped you pare down material at the end, 
decide what was going to be there, what wasn’t? 

FA: That really just happened in the studio. We decided right in the 
studio. We didn’t talk about it. All we said was that we were going to do 
a CD that was going to be different from the one I did before with Robin 
Barry. He and Hamid have two different styles of playing. I'd never 
really played with Robin Barry before, but I knew how he played. And it 
was my second time playing with Barry when we made that record. So I 
just got ready and just fell right in there. I enjoyed that. We did it live at 
the Empty Bottle. 

Playing with Hamid is probably easier. 

FA: Yeah, it was a little easier. By us having such a great relationship, 
you know what I mean? That’s why we called the record, “Back 
Together Again.” I came up with the title, and I said, “Oh man, this title 
ain’t gonna make it.” I suggested it, and Hamid said, “Yeah, we should 
call it that.” 

HD: And Bettina dug it. It just made perfect sense. Because we have 
such a long, multifaceted history... 

What, at least from your view points, has been the response to the 
recording so far? How do you feel about how it turned out; how 
people are responding to it? 

HD: Well, the response seems really positive. 
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FA: This came out in March, and people are still talking about it, you 
know. 

HD: whenever I take a box of these CDs on the road, or a couple boxes, 
I sell all of them, and there was a lot of pre-release press, which we 
thank Thrill Jockey for, which I think really helped a lot. Fred and I, 
we've put a lot of CDs together, but nothing in duet format. I’ve been on 
the road, and I’ve met people that are constantly coming up to me or 
telling Fred how much they really dig the CD. It was funny, on the last 
trip to England and Scotland, I met people there that somehow had 
gotten the CD. Still to this day, I’m always meeting people that have 
heard it and listen to it and they really, really, really like it. They just 
like it. 

What do you (FA) think about the record? 

FA; I listened to it last night, stayed up all night last night listening to it 
because I knew we were going to have this interview today. I got some 
positive things out of it last night, you know? Branford Marsalis came 
by here, and he’d heard it, you know? They played it for him on the way 
from the airport. He walked in and called somebody some place and 
said, “I’m in the Velvet Lounge with the great Fred Anderson.” So 
anyway, he sent me eight of his CDs, eight of them! I guess he thought I 
had never heard of him. So he sent me one that he did with Milt Hinton 
(Trio Jeepy, Columbia 44199, 1988], and I think that was one of the 
things he was real proud of. 

HD: You know, the thing I like about the CD, I also like the format. I 
like the idea that there’s a disc with music and a DVD with interviews 
and footage from the recording sessions, something to pop in your 
computer and check out. I like the fact that people get not only a chance 
to hear us play the music, but also to hear us speak about our feelings 
and experience with the music... It can be encouraging for those who are 
about to venture in this process; for those who have already been in to it, 
maybe they can compare how they do it with how we did. 

Thinking about the record, thinking about your recent experiences 
playing together, what would you say you love about each other’s 
playing? 

FA: I love Hamid because we have a lot of respect for each other, and 
we listen to each other and we try to respond to each other, like not 
getting in each other’s way and just letting the music flow. We don’t 
push each other: we just let it flow, you know? 

HD: For me, I'd say it’s pretty much the same. What I love about Fred’s 
playing is how it allows me to be really free. The way that he plays 
allows me to explore, to be free and not to feel self-conscious about that 
exploration. For me, it’s expansive freedom. I know that he trusts me, 
and I trust him, and that confidence is there. So that, in and of itself is a 
great thing. Another thing that I love about Fred’s playing is that he 
creates a situation where I can experience the mystery to this. 

FA: We both do that. I was listening to the CD last night, and, the way 
we ended “Louisiana Strut,” he knew when I was playing...at first it was 
soft, and he knew I was going to the high register, and that was going to 
be the end. He knew! 

I assume that you didn’t have to do much tinkering in the mixing 
and editing process. 

HD: No, not really. There was some editing that had to go on, especially 
with “Lama Khyenno,” and one of the compositions was just too long. 
So, we had to edit some of the middle stuff out, then connect the ending 
on. But John did it in such a beautiful way that you don’t know that 
certain sections of the piece were taken out. 

Are there any other things you want to add or you want to say to 
people who might read this interview? 

HD: Well, I think it’s important that we develop confidence in what we 
do. Confidence in yourself and also in the people that you’re working 
with. And trust I think is very important also, to develop that quality of 
trust and really to encourage each other. In that way, your own qualities 
of trust and enthusiasm and compassion and confidence will grow too. 
FA: What I'd like to do, and what I'll continue to do is keep my mind 
open and keep listening and keep trying to find other avenues that I can 
explore because there are a lot of things that I haven’t explored. That's 
what you gotta do, because otherwise, you’re not going any place. You 
wanna keep going forward, not thinking about what you did yesterday, 











but what you’re going to do today. Go that moment, whatever moment, 
adapt yourself to each situation because it’s going to be different. You 
can’t Be thinking about what you did before: you gotta think about 
what's happening around you now. And that way you can grow. You 
just gotta keep going forward 

That sounds like a really good place to close. It reminds me 
something you said at the end of the other interview—“Change is a 
privilege, not a burden’”’—and that sounds like a really healthy way, 
not just to make music, but to live life. 

FA: I hear this all the time. People ask me, “Why do you listen to 
Charlie Parker all the time?” Man! He’s talking about life, you know? 
He was talking about his experiences, everything that was going on in 
America, he was talking about everything that was happening. During 
that second world war that’s the only way they could really be free, and 
they were very political, they were dealing with all of this shit. Duke, all 
of these guys, Armstrong, all of them. You know, they were talking 
about everything that was going on. 

Like when Eisenhower was waffling on sending troops to Little 
Rock in the ’50s, Armstrong... 

FA: that’s right, everybody called him Uncle Tom 

.. came out and made it clear that that was not right, that the 
president needed to do something, and he didn’t care if people 
started canceling his concerts because he was speaking out against 
segregation, that man is Uncle Tom. 

FA: He had gotten to that point. He had had the mask on a long time. He 
said, “Let me take this mask off,” and I think we are all going around 
wearing a mask. I think all those guys were going through the same 
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VOH IT’s 


THE 


L-1-Y-A-H 


By Gene Booth 
Aaliyah, whose last name will forever be “R.1.P.” in the 
hearts of those who her music touched, grew from a lil’ 
gangsta-baby with pipes into a young woman whose voice 
was an almost Nico-like wisp of smoke, twitching between 
hushed seductions and existential voids 
But that mature phase, steered by her genius producer 
Timbaland into dark rhythmic forests, has tended to eclipse 
her earlier work, reminding the attentive how fickle history 
closes in on itself when its actors aren't around to defend 
their legacies. 
So I've recently been diving into her first album, produced 
by R. Kelly, and especially her first single, “Back and Forth,” 
the chrysalis, in my opinion, containing all the elements of 
her later persona. A great song, and something of a 
manifesto, with lyrics that announce the three strains of her 
musical personality. The move is so calculated | can just 
imagine R. and ‘liyah conversating in some Jive Records 
executive office, her head barely coming above the table's 
edge, as R. neatly summarizes her, the better to move units 
with, my dear. 
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The idea being suggested, in verse two of “Back and Forth,” 
| think, is Aaliyah was a true original for the following three 
reasons: 

1) She possessed sophisticated melodic and 
rhythmic instincts — still relatively unique in 
the early-90's R&B milieu. 

2) She still had the requisite hardcore street 

, knowledge needed to survive. 
And finally, 
3); 777 
See, | actually have no idea what the third component was, 
because she sings it too fast — it is unintelligible, 
mysterious, and maddening. What could it be? Her youth? 
Her association (and then marriage and divorce) with Kelly? 
No, she'd never cop to that as a relevant factor. 
Here are the lyrics, up to the point where it all breaks down: 
Ooh it's the I-i-y-a-h 
Ripping up the stage 
| got a jazz personality (COMPONENT 1] 
G-mentality (COMPONENT 2) 
And then | don't know what -— I've been forced to sing it as a 
five-syllable “bla bla bla,” and that's like saying “bla bla bla” 
after “a specter is haunting Europe” in the Communist 
Manifesto. 
| had to hit some of those hot lyric sites on the net to figure 
this out, but it looks like I’m not the only one who can't hear 
the truth. My first stop was at LyricZZ.Com, who proudly 
boasts of having “double ZZ, double content” (whatever that 
means): 
yall itts the l-i-y-a-h, 
living up to the stage. 
| got jazz personality, 
G6 mentality beats of soul train 
“Beats of Soul Train"? No way! But it's still an intriguing 
idea. And at least they tried, which can't be said of World 
eLyrics: 
ya oh itts the liyvah 
living up +o the stage 
| got jazz personality, 
G mentality beats of tre 
aaa??? 
This actually looks like someone tried to cut and paste the 
LyricsZZ.com attempt but had a cardiac arrest at the crucial 
juncture. I'm sorry, but I'm beginning to smell a conspiracy. 
Azlyrics has an interesting spin on the original proposition: 
ya oh its the liyah 
living Up to the stage | got jazz 
personality, 
G mentality peace to soul train 
This is the one I'm inclined to sign off on, not because it 
sounds any closer to what she's singing, but because it 
creatively, through homage, suggests the third component 
is a solid 70's soul sentimentality, which is definitely borne 
out in her later work. | don't understand why everyone is 
getting “ripping up the stage” wrong though — she is 
definitely saying, “ripping.” What would “living up to the 
stage” mean, anyway? 
ya oh itts the liyah living up to the 
stage 
| got jazz personality, 








deep mentality, beats of soul train 
This one is from LyricStyle, who can't say they just cut-and- 
pasted “beats of soul train” from LyricZZ.com because they 
make the additional, highly original mistakes of not spelling 
out the “I-i-y-a-h,” and pathetically say she has a “deep” 
mentality. Why? Because they're I-o-s-e-r-s. Lyricsbox 
actually ascribe instead a “jeep mentality” to her, which 
makes more sense, first because it shares the soft “g” 
sound, and second because she seems to be obsessed 
with jeeps on her first record. Next up is songlyrics.com.nz 

Whots the L-l-Y-A-H ripping up the 

stage? 

| got dress, personality, sheek 

mentality 

Beats to soul the train 
Now | have nothing against New Zealand, but there are 
problems with every line here! The first line — | mean 
maybe I'm wrong about this, but I've bumped this verse in 
my jeep about 100 times at this point no joke, and /’m 
hearing “Ooh it's the I-I-y-a-h,” not “ya oh” not “y'all” and 
definitely not “who's.” Then they misspell “chic” in the 
course of shredding line two, and “beats to soul the train"? 


that she’s the one providing the beats that power this fonky 
engine. Who knows at this point? They also got “ripping” 
right. MaxLyrics had the most hilariously screwed up lines | 
found: 

ya oh its the liyah 

living Up to the stage | got just 

perennially, 

digatellate 22? beats of tre 

aaa??? 
What could “digatellate” possibly mean? Computer gossip? 
An ambassador from the planet dig? “Got just perenially” 
would seem logically to point to her (un-lived up to) 
expectations of career longevity, but because the tenor of 
this verse is so lame the line brings to mind an image of her 
planting a tree onstage instead. And is “beats of tre” a 
reference to wishing to strive for a jazzier 3/4 time 
signature? 
Finally, Lyrics007 has a punctuation problem that seems to 
wonder who she was really, and makes for a fitting end to 
this survey: 


Ya oh it?s the liyah 


Actually, that's a kind of cool gloss on the subject — the idea 
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DIRTY QUEERS DON’T COME DIRT CHEAP spuit-7” 


‘Two songs from PANSY DIVISON, the pride of San Francisco, b/w two songs from THE 
SKINJOBS, the pride of Vancouver (featuring ex-SPARKMARKER kingpin KIM KINAKIN)! 
sensation of frenetic sunbursts of happiness! OUT IN 


ime THE SADIES “J'AI ESAYE DE NE PAS” ET “LE DERIER 
THE EVAPORATORS RIPPLE ROCK Pats pycnotatcsoutyxings wih tt The nt things tg Foch 


ENHANCED CD/LP © Led by NARDWUAR THE HUMAN 

SERVIETTE, and available on the mighty ALTERNATIVE ~(AROLYN MARK THE PROS AND CONS OF 

TENTACLES in the USA! THE EVAPORATORS also appear COI | ABORATION CD ° ...does little to dispel the longstanding myth that 

on the BUDDYHEAD CD/DVD! booze consumption and creativity go hand-in-hand. Whether she lands on her feet, or 
ass-over-teakettle, CAROLYN MARK always sounds like she’s having fun. -NO 


ATOMIC 7 EN HILLBILLY CALIENTE Stoncssion 
CD © The second album by ex-SHADOWY MEN ON A 
SHADOWY PLANET's BRIAN CONNELLY's brand new thing! THE SMUGGLERS MUTINY IN STEREO ennanceo co 


Amaze-o guitar stellarity with no chunks! One of, We == canada’'s Ambassadors of Rock n’ Roll are back with another album of garage-y party- 
think, the top two guitar gods around! rock, all wrapped up in lead singer Grant Lawrence's unique buzz-pop delivery! On 


THE RAMBLIN’ AMBASSADORS ‘°*™" "rosin test 
AVANTI co « This is what HUEVOS RANCHEROS’ CATCH THE NARDWUAR THE HUMAN 


Soscckate scot cee sede tobeeea bs Oo SERVIETTE RADIO SHOW! 
FRIDAYS 3:30-5:00PM PACIEIC TIME ON HTTP:/ICITR.CA 


other top two guitar god! 
ALL THE ABOVE AVAILABLE FROM YOUR HANDY DANDY RECORD RETAILER OR FROM MINT RECORDS © CD OR LP $12.00 PPD, 7” $4.00 PPD - OVERSEAS ADD $1.00 PER ITEM 
MINT RECORDS, PO BOX 3613, VANCOUVER, BC CANADA VGB 3Y6 ¢ order online: www.mintrecs.com * distributed by NAIL 






P:ANO BRIGADOON co 

Nick Krgovich is a naturally graceful singer and story- 
teller, his lulling vocals flirting with music hall pomp, 
slo-mo chamber pop and downcast balladry. 
-MONTREAL MIRROR 


NOVILLERO AIM RIGHT FOR 
THE HOLES IN THEIR LIVES co 


Rod Slaughter from Mint band Duotang’s newest addi- 
tion to the Mint oeuvre: a tambourine-smashing party 
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Gary Pig Gold knows EIGHT LITTLE-::, , ~ Mai most likely Rightfully So) 


1. Let's get one thing straight right off the top here: 
Jimi Hendrix was not the illegitimate mutant offspring 
of wild Indians, raised by wolverines deep within the 
celestial ice caverns of Venus’ third moon. No, Jimi - 
make that Jimmy - grew up in relative normality in 
Seattle, Washington, | kid you knot, and his old man 
was a gardener fer gosh sake! Confusion similarly 
surrounds the other end of his life as well: For even 
though Jimi died in the same London flat Mama Cass 
(and later Keith Moon) did, it was, if you care to 
subscribe to such loony legends, Cass who was felled 
by a tuna-fish sandwich. Jimi choked to death on 
something else ...still food-related, however. EDITOR’S 
NOTE: CASS ELLIOT, OF COURSE, DID NOT 
ACTUALLY DIE FROM CHOKING ON A SANDWICH, 
BUT RATHER AS THE RESULT OF CHOKING DOWN 
TOO MANY SANDWICHES FOR 32 YEARS, AS HER 
CAUSE OF DEATH WAS HEART ATTACK DUE TO 
OBESITY. ALSO, WHEN INVOKING SPURIOUS 
LEGENDS ONE SHOULD BE CAREFUL ABOUT 
GETTING THE FALSE FACTS STRAIGHT. CASS IS 
RUMORED TO HAVE CHOKED ON A HAM SANDWICH, 
WHICH IS SIGNIFICANT BECAUSE A). IT’S HARD TO 
CHOKE ON TUNA SALAD, AND B.) I’VWE ALWAYS 
ASSUMED THAT THE RUMOR WAS AN ANTI-SEMITEC 
CONSPIRACY TO DEFAME THE FORMER ELLEN 
COHEN. TO MY KNOWLEDGE, THERE IS NO 
CONTROVERSEY ABOUT WETHER TUNA NOR HAM 
WERE IN THE VOMIT HENDRIX IS ALLEGED TO HAVE 
CHOKED ON (ACCORDING TO THE DOCUMENTARY 
“JIMI HENDRIX THE LAST 24 HOURS” THE GUITARIST 
WAS ACTUALLY MURDERED TO WEAKEN THE BLACK 
/PANTHER PARTY). 





2. And contrary to similarly popular rocklore, Jimi 
Hendrix was not the first guitarist to break the sound 
barrier atop an upside-down Stratocaster. Credit 'n' 
cudos for that particular innovation must go to none 
other than crazed pick-buster-cum-airborne-survivalist 
Dick “I Always Refer To Myself In The Third Person, 
Just Like Bob Dole” Dale. Yes, he who, a decade 
before "Pulp Friction," literally blew - with one E-chord 
tied behind his back! - Stevie R. Vaughan off the stage 
in that cinematic treasure Back To The Beach. 
(EDITOR’S NOTE: AND TO SQUELCH ANOTHER 
HENDRIX MYTH, IN RESPOSE TO THE RUMOR THAT 
JIMI DISSED DICK DALE AND SURF MUSIC, HERE IS A 
QUOTE FROM DALE FROM ROCTOBER #8: “JIMI 
MADE A STATEMENT ‘YOU'LL NEVER HEAR SURF 
MUSIC AGAIN.’ THAT WAS TAKEN OUT OF CONTEXT 
BY MOST PEOPLE. AT THE TIME | HAD RECTAL 
CANCER. I WAS GIVEN THREE MONTHS TO LIVE AND 
1! WENT DOWN TO 98 POUNDS. | HAD NEVER MISSED 
A SHOW, BUT THIS TIME I WAS SO SICK THAT | DID. 
SO (MY BAND) THE SURFTONES AND HE DID OMNI 
PARK IN ANAHEIM. JIMI FOUND OUT ABOUT MY 
SURGERY, IT WAS ONE OF THE FIRST TIMES THEY 
USED A LASER. | HAD 14" OF RECTAL TISSUE 
REMOVED, SIX TUMORS AND SEVEN CYSTS. JIMI 
THOUGHT I WAS DYING AND THAT'S WHY HE SAID 
YOU'LL NEVER HEAR SURF MUSIC AGAIN. PEOPLE 
SAY HE WAS PUTTING IT DOWN, BUT THAT'S NOT 
TRUE. HE WAS A GOOD GUY 'TIL HE GOT INTO 
DRUGS.”) Yesirree, the self-anointed King of the Surf 
Guitar was busy fusing speaker cones, to say nothing 
of unsuspecting adolescent eardrums, ‘way back 
when Hendrix was nothing but a medically- 
discharged-without-honors paratrooper soon to be a 
black-up guitarist on the quasi-legendary chitlin circuit. 
Which reminds me: 





































FACTS ABOUT JamES NiaRSHALL HENDRIX 


letting us all know if I've left anyone out). 


OF PLAYING PIANO NAKED... 
> 





Jimi Illustrations: 1. Pedro Bell 2. Max Petrongari 





3. Little Richard really did teach Jimi Hendrix 4. TOO MUCH MONKEE BIZNESS: Each and every 


everything he knew! (Along with, need | remind rockin’ popologist worth their VH-1 now know 
anyone, James Brown, The Beatles, Prince, Boy Hendrix's first major North American jaunt was as 
George, Madonna, Snoop Doggy Dogg and, of opening act for Davy, Micky, Peter and Nesmith ...but 
course, Michael Jackson) (And | know Richard will be did you know that when said tour hit Chicago, and the 


notorious Plaster Casters appeared backstage to, 
umm, immortalize each band's member(s) in clay, 
several myths were forever shattered when it turned 
out Jimi's family jewels failed to measure anywhere 
near up to those belonging to none other than "Dumb 
Monkee" Peter Tork! Jeez, and we always thought 
Mike was the biggest prick in the... oh, never mind. 
EDITOR’S NOTE: A CALL TO CYNTHIA PLASTER 
CASTER STRAIGHTENED OUT (IF YOU WILL) A FEW 
MYTHS CONTAINED IN THE ABOVE MYTH- 
SHATTERINGS (ONE MIGHT CALL 


THEM 


| 


3. Jake Austen 4. William McCurtin 





MYTHSTAKES). ON THE TECHNICAL SIDE, THE 
PLASTER CASTERS USED ALGINATE, NOT CLAY, BUT 
ON THE PENIS SIDE, THE HENDRIX CASTING WAS 
NOT DONE DURING HIS MONKEES TOUR. AND 
THOUGH CYNTHIA CAN ATTEST TO TORK’S 
IMPRESSIVE ENDOWMENT SHE DOESN’T HAVE THE 
TOOLS TO COMPARE HIM TO JIMI AS SHE NEVER 
CAST PETER’S PETER AND SHE ACTUALLY NEVER 
SAW IT ERECT. THE ONLY REASON SHE SAW HIS 
GOODIES AT ALL IS THAT IT SEEMS HE HAD A HABIT 





7. Plastic Crimewave 8. Mike Twohig/Jake Austen 








5 Tom Dutcher 6. Waymon Timbsdayle 


5. Like all good transplanted-English psychedevians 
basking in the Summer of Love, Jimi Hendrix saw to it 
he padded out his concerts - to say nothing of his 
albums! - with mega-minute dollops of chemically 
derived stereophonic noodling, the most exemplary of 
which remains "1983 (A Merman | Should Turn To 
Be)" (...not to mention the rest of “Electric Ladyland" 
side three), extracts from which can still be heard 
squeaking beneath scratchy archival footage of love- 
ins and de-lousings circa "Journey To The Center Of 
The Mind." Yet hidden away on the Experience's 
European B-sides are some of this dubious genre's 
"best," though least heard, doses of aural indulgence. 
For example: Guess what "Stars That Play with 
Laughing Sam's Dice" (flipside of "Burning Of The 
Midnight Lamp") stands for? (And you thought Lucy in 
the Sky with Dinah was hep!) And even more, well, 
fascinating was Jimi's original "teenage opera to God," 
entitled "Brave Ulysses' Long Lost Stash Hast 
Imbrued Tonto". This typically incoherent twenty- 
seven minute excursion into the realms of, as it was 
explained at the time, "electric tribal sky church 
rainbow music" found itself, in a brief lapse of 
(in)sanity, chopped off the "Axis: Bold As Love" LP 
(but is threatening to be exhumed soon as part of 
MCA/Exxon's “Essentially Rare Reprogrammed 
Hendrix In The Studio As You've Never Heard Before, 
Sorta" 12-CD Boxing Set). 








6 (a). DRIED (as opposed to SOUR) GRAPES 
DEPT.: Jimi's former drummists haven't exactly led 
stellar careers - or lives for that matter - since 
September 18, 1970. Buddy Miles, who beat behind 
the Hendrix Band of Gypsys, was, after having been 
sprung from several hoosegows, the brains, to be 
incredibly gracious, behind ...the California Raisins. 
And Mitch Mitchell, who you should all recall was af 
least one-third of The Jimi Hendrix Experience, ended 
up hawking his road stories and then some to the 
highest bidder (Harmony Books), before disappearing 
deep into the Delete Zone. The bigger the drum kit, 
the harder they fall. 

6 (b). Meanwhile, Noel Redding, the four-strung 
genius wholly responsible for "She's So Fine" and 
"Little Miss Strange" (...don't ask), not to mention Fat 
Mattress (...but that's another Little Known Facts list!) 
once toured New Jersey's most picturesque dives 
fronting a combo called (I bet this took a while) The 
Noel Redding Experience. However, he spent the 
majority of his off-time, of which | reckon he had an 
abundance, lazing in line alongside dozens upon 
dozens of other ex-rhythm sections, managers, 
publishers, producers, promoters, valets, conga 
tuners, and seamstresses who, armed with the finest 
lawyers credit can buy, patiently await their very own 
turn to gnaw away at the lawsuit-ridden corpse of their 
former bandmate. Hopefully though, Jimi and Noel 
have now buried their hatchet ...scmewhere in that 
great big People’s Court in the sky. 

EDITOR’S NOTE: | WISH | COULD REPORT THAT 
BUDDY MILES WASN’T ACTUALLY A CALIFORNIA 
RAISIN, BUT THE FACT IS HE PERFORMED ON THE 
FAMED 80S CLAYMATION “I HEARD !T THROUGH THE 
GRAPEVINE” COMMERCIAL AND THEN WAS THE 
PRODUCER FOR THREE LPs OF RAISIN ROCK. 
























7. Within a few blocks of Jimi's still-extant Electric 
tady Studios (in NYC's once-happening Greenwich 
Village) are not only several of the world's best rare, 
used, and/or pirate record boutiques (highly 
recommended: that REAL “Brian Wilson presents 
Smile,” "66 as opposed to '04 vintage) but, even more 
fattening, the one and only Waverly Restaurant: The 
finest eatery east of the Mississippi! (Tuesday Night's 
Special? Roast duck with salad, bread, choice of 
potato and vegetable, beverage and dessert - a 
regular stea/ at $8.95) (that's at 385 Avenue of the 
Americas; phone (212) 675-3181... and don't forget to 
tell 'em Gary the Pig sentcha!) 





cy 
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8. Hey, and remember th 
Toronto International Air; 
set him up... 


at time Jimi got busted at 
port for drugs? | hear Yoko 
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BERT WILLIAMS AND THE 
DARKTOWN POKER CLUB 


Introduction by Jake Austen 


Illustration by Chris Ware 








(this piece appears in the book A FRIENDLY GAME OF POKER, edited by Jake Austen...getit today!) 

Though little known today, Bert Williams was one of the most popular entertainers in the early 20" 
century. According to his audiences and colleagues, he was one of the all-time greatest American 
performers (W.C. Fields called him “the funniest man | ever saw’). Born in 1875 in the West Indies, 
Egbert Austin Williams moved to California at a young age and steered himself towards a career in 
minstrel shows, the most popular form of theater of the day. With humor based on African American 
stereotypes and presented in heavy, preposterous dialect, minstrel shows are today associated solely 
with racist white actors in “blackface” makeup. However, minstrel shows were also performed by black 
actors (like Williams) who, in keeping with minstrel conventions, often wore blackface makeup 
themselves 
While Williams often wore the makeup (his light complexion was perhaps confusing to white 
audiences), it was the amazingly expressive face under the burnt cork that made him a star. By the mid 
1890s Williams's talents as a physical comedian, humorist and songwriter began to earn him the 
reputation that would make him the Jackie Robinson of American theater. As a member of the comedy 
team Williams and Walker (with George Walker), he was part of the first Black production on 
Broadway. He would also become the first African American to star in integrated vaudeville sketches, 
and after launching a solo career in the wake of Walker's departure (due to illness) he became the first 
Black star of the Zeigfield Follies. 
Two of Williams's most famous routines involved poker. Perhaps the best documented example of 
Williams's genius occurs in the film A Natural Born Gambler (1916), in which he demonstrates his 
brilliant solo pantomime poker routine. With an invisible deck, Williams shuffles, deals the cards, 
betrays all theories of “poker face” by joyously reacting to his hand's contents, and then has his visage 
of elation morph into crushed defeat when his imaginary opponent reveals his holdings. His other noted 
poker routine was a highlight from The Ziegfield Follies of 1914, the song “The Darktown Poker Club,” 
for which Williams was the lyricist. 
The tune was based on a popular 1888 book by white author Henry Guy Carleton, son of a Civil War 
hero, and himself a successful novelist, playwright and journalist. The Thompson Street Poker Club 
and its 1889 sequel, The Lectures Before the Thompson Street Poker Club, were initially serialized in 
the early 1800s in the original Life magazine (a New York humor weekly) for which Carleton was 
associate editor. The series was a sensation due in part to the illustrations of E.W. Kemble, who later 
parlayed his knack for minstrel cartooning into his most famous work - illustrating Huckleberry Finn. 
More importantly, the series was successful because it relied on racist stereotypes and the absurd 
black dialect that was extremely popular in turn-of-the-century literature. The episodes consisted of 
moderately amusing card games between characters with names like Cyanide Whiffies and Thankful 
Smith. Here's a typical exchange between Mr. Smith and Tooter Williams: 

“Ez my fre’ Toots done open that jacker?" 

“What yo' go do dat for, Brer Thankful? Dat's not the speret ob de Gospil.” 

“Is yo’ goin’ ter pray or poke?” 

“l'se gwine ter poke. I'se gwine to see yo' rise.” 
What's most notable about Williams's adaptation of the concept is the shift in dialect. The transcription 
that follows, made from Williams's best selling 1914 Columbia 78 rpm record of the song, demonstrates 
a dignity and humanity that Carleton’s characters are lacking. While Williams's Bill Jackson (already a 
far more human sobriquet than “Cyanide Whiffles") speaks in dialect at times, he also demonstrates 
that he is choosing to speak “Black English” for emphasis, not out of ignorance of proper English. He 
contrasts the fact that they will not play “according” to Hoyle with his declaration that they will play 
"accordin™ to him. On the first chorus Williams (as Jackson) enunciates the word “more” but as he 
brings it home in the closing reprise he emphasizes the Black English pronunciation “mo’.” Most 
importantly, Williams as the story's Black narrator is himself an eloquent, dignified orator. 
“Darktown Poker Club” had a long musical life after its 1914 heyday. In the 1940s bandleader Phil 
Harris had a huge novelty hit with the song, and it became his signature for decades to come. It 
reemerged as a streetcomer serenade in the early 1950s, when black Doo Wop groups like the The 
Ravens performed it live. It was even revived several years ago (with the “Darktown” excised from the 
title) when Lonnie Dennegan recorded a version for his would-be comeback album. 
Williams's fame has not been as enduring. He died at age 47 in 1922 (his burial integrated a Masonic 
cemetery), and 80 years later his legacy seems as invisible as his pantomime poker opponents. 
However, what little documentation we have of his comedy still holds up. A Natural Born Gambler is 
available on video, his image appears in Spike Lee's minstrel-themed film Bamboozled and his 
Te ha Iarated all aver cvherepace. More importantly. he blazed a trail that allowed Black 
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comedians to change the face of American comedy. 


DARKTOWN POKER CLUB 
By Bert Williams 
Bill Jackson was a poor old dub 
He joined the Darktown Poker Club 
Then cussed the day they told him that he could join. 


His money seemed like it had wings 
If he held queens someone had kings 
Each night he would contribute all his coins. 


So he says, "I think I'll play ‘em tight tonight 
No bob-tail flush will make me bite 
When | go in my hand'll be a peach." 


Ha - So he'd go on in and lose his pile 
And he got kinda peevish after a while 
One night he got up and made a speech: 


Said, "You see this brand new razor, 

| had it sharpened just today. 

Now | want to tell y'all some new rules to follow 
Hereafter when we play. 


"Keep your hands above the table when you're dealin’. ..please. 
And | don't wanna catch no aces down between your knees 

Don't be makin’ funny signs or tip your hand, 

And | don't want to hear no kinda language that | don't understand. 


“Stop dealin’ from the bottom, cause it looks so rough 

And remember that in poker five cards is... enough. 

When you bet, put up, cause | don't like it when you shy 

And when you're broke get up and then come on back by and by 


"Pass the cards to me to shuffle every time before you deal, 
Then there's anything's wrong, well 'l/ see. 

We're not going to play this game no more according to Mr. Hoyle 
Hereafter it's gon’ be accordin’ to me." 


Now seated right there in the clan, 
There chanced to be a one-eyed man. 
Bill watched him from the comer of his eye. 


The one-eyed man would deal and then, 

It would cost Bill Jackson five or ten. 

Finally he got up with a sigh, 

“Ahhh,” ke says, "I think that shame 
But there’s cheatin’ going on in ihe game, 
And honestly, |...1 don't wanna name the guy. 





“Sut where | may not call his name, 

If | think | catch him cheatin’ again, 

'm gonna take my fist and close his other eye. 

"Pass them cards to me to shuffle every time before you deal, 
Then there's anything's wrong, well /’il see. 

We ain't goin’ to play this game no mo’ according to Mr. Hoyle. 
Hereafter it's just accordin’ to me." 











SAO LUIS, MARANHAO 
INTERVIEWS 


By Brian Mier 
I've spent 7 years of my life in Sado Luis, Maranhao, It is a 
city of about | million on an island in a filthy bay off the 
coast of Northeast Brazil. I have never written about it 
before because I didn’t want any tourists coming here but 
now that it has sadly gotten on the European sex tourism 
circuit I guess it doesn’t matter anymore. 

There are two oceanic currents that arrive in Brazil from 
Africa. One, called the Bahia current, was used to 
transport slaves from Nigeria and surrounding areas to 
Bahia, the Caribbean and the US. The other, called the 
Guyana current, starts farther South down the West 
African coast and was used to transport slaves from 
Dahomey, Angola and Mozambique. Sao Luis was Brazil's 
second largest slave port. Slaves were brought in to 
Maranhao to work in cotton plantations in the swampy 
countryside. Unlike Bahia, however, Maranhao wasn’t 
used as a rest stop for slave ships heading north. So, 150 
years after the cotton market collapsed, what remains is 
Brazil’s poorest state, home to some of the most isolated 
and unique African and indigenous cultures in the 
Americas. As Antonio Vieira says in his interview, there 
are dozens of different styles of music in Maranhao. Many 
of them are performed during the Sao Joao, or St. John 
festival, where countless bumba meu boi groups come in 
from the country and play for weeks, with their hundreds of 
participants drinking moonshine, clapping wooden blocks 
together and playing giant cuicas that make mooing noises, 
circling around a man in a bull costume and various other 
feather covered characters. So, here are a few interviews 
with people I like and respect here in Sao Luis- a place that 
I really love and might have to finally leave due to money 
problems. 

Thanks toAlda Silva Sousa for hooking me up her band 


leaders Teté and Felipe. 
ANS 











INTERVIEW WITH ANTONIO VIEIRA 


Antonio Vieira was born in Sao Luis, Maranhao in 1920. He was 
born to poor black parents but raised by a wealthy white family. 
He started writing music in the 30s but remained in relative 
obscurity until he taught himself to play guitar at age 60 and 
started recording. His early sambas are now recognized as being 
a kind of link between Samba and Bossa Nova. I interviewed him 
in a newsstand in the historic center of Sao Luis where he likes to 
sit and chat with friends on rainy afternoons 

How old were you when you started writing songs? 

16 

Why did you start writing? 

Because I was a "Don." That's a country word. I don't know if 
you have it in your language but it means I had talent with music. 
I got an urge to express what was going on in my mind 

What kind of music was it? 

It was a samba. This was the popular music of the day. But my 
song is considered sort of advanced for it's time. I was able to 
make it sound more modern 

Was there a lot of samba in Sao Luis at this time? 

There always was. The two states with the most black people in 
Brazil Bahia and Maranhao. So, the music that was 
generated by this race that came here was Samba. This was the 
main rhythm although it is worth noting that there are over 40 
other rhythms 

indigenous to Maranhao because here you had French, Dutch, 
Portuguese, Indians and Blacks, but the king of all of our 
rhythms is Samba. 

And where did you do shows back then? 

Well, I was part of a group called the Anjos do Samba (the 
Angels of Samba). This was a time when the arts were really 
developed in Maranhao because there used to be a state radio 
station called Radio Timbira that would feature live 
performances every day. So we used to do shows on radio. I 
didn't sing by myself, I was just part of this group. We sang 
a few of my songs and the rest were covers. 


were 
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Did you get to record anything back then? 

No. Back then this was difficult in Maranhao. There were no 
recording studios. The only studios in the country were in Rio 
and Sao Paulo. 

How many songs have you written over the years? 

Well, Vale do Rio Doce, (the federal mining corporation), 
commissioned me recently to record 325 songs. It's an 18 CD set. 
It was released as a luxury item. 

And is that your whole body of work? 

No, I left out a few songs and I am still writing today, but that's 
most of it. Those were the songs that I felt like recording. This 
recording got me a lot of publicity around the country. I did a 
special release show here and two of my songs ended up on a 
soap opera last year, the Cor do Pecado (Note: Brazil’s first soap 
opera starring a black person). They became hits and after this I 
got a lot of opportunities. As a result I did a big show on top of 
Urca Hill in Rio de Janeiro, I got to do shows in Sao Paulo and 
Brasilia. So it was a great opportunity for me. 

Do you think of yourself more as a song writer or a 
performer? 

I'm a composer. 

Did you ever make a record, or just CDs? 

I recorded a 45 in the 70s with Lopes Bogea and Cristovao Alo 
Brasil. It was called “Velho Moleques" ("Old Kids"). In 1980 I 
wrote a book about street peddlers in Sao Luis with my friend 
Lopes Bogea. It was called "Pregoeiros da Cidade". I don’t know 
if you have street peddlers in your city but it’s a phenomenon 
here. They push their carts around, offering their products. 
Anyway, after I wrote the book I thought about the phrase, 
"Pregoeiros da Cidade" and built a song around it. This turned 
out to be the title of my only LP. 

What is the story behind your song "Tem Quem Queira" 
(“There are others who want it” )? 

Well, that's an old saying around here. When I was young we 
used to listen to the things older people told us. I think it's 
important to pay attention to these old folk sayings because there 
is a lot of wisdom in them. Whenever I didn't want to eat my 
stepmother would say, "If you don’t want it, there are others who 
do," and she would give my food to the dog. So I took this old 
expression and built a song around it. 

What's you're secret for staying in such good shape? 

Well, I was raised by an old fashioned Portuguese family. They 
always used to tell me, "don't ever develop any vices they will 
eventually enslave you". So, I don't drink, I stay away from fatty 
foods and I practice gymnastics. 

What advice do you have for young people who want to write 
songs? 

Think of a theme, then write the words about it, then put it to 
music. That's what I've always done. 


INTERVIEW WITH DONA TETE 


Dona Teté is the leader of one of Sao Luis’ most popular Sao 
Joao festival groups, the Cacuria de Dona Teté. Cacuria is 
played by women with hand held drums called caixas, Caixa is 
the traditional drum used in Mina, which is an animist religious 
sect that has been traced back to Dahomey royalty by French 
anthropologist Pierre Verger and only exists in Maranhao. The 
beat is simple and catchy with a tone that is almost Troggs-like. 
But Cacuria isn’t just a kind of music — it's a spectacle that is 
performed with a dance troop who whirl around as Tete yells out 
encouragement. 
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I arrived at Tete’s small but well-kept house on a rainy 
afternoon. She invited me to pull a plastic chair from the hallway 
into the living room and sit down. As I pulled out my 
microcassette recorder she said, “hold on until my soap opera is 
over.” 20 minutes later, after lamenting the fact that she couldn't 
drink cachaca because of the medicine she was talking, we 
started to talk, 

How did Cacuria Start? 

Well, nobody even knows what the word Cacuria means. It was 
created as a dance because in those days during Sao Joao festival 
there was only Quadrilhla, Bumba Meu Boi, Coco and Tambor do 
Crioula. So, Mrs, Zelinda asked Mr. Lauro, who was a guy I used 
to play caixa with for many years, to make up a new dance 
because she was getting sick of Quadrilha. He went out to his 
hometown - out in the country near Guimeraes - and when he 
came back he had this dance called Cacuriua but no one knew 
what the word meant. What is Cacuria? 

When was this? 

1973. It was a street dance to do in circles and lines. And he 
came and created this on top of what was happening in Mina 
house during the Divine Festival. So he got some people together 
from his Bumba meu Boi group and put them to work. So, the 
Divine Festival starts with the raising of the mast and ends when 
it is pulled down. The next day, they make rice with bacon and 
dried shrimp and all the women who played Caixa during the 
festival put their drums down and sing and dance, clapping their 
hands to the rhythm. This dance is called Carimbo and Cacuria 
was built on top of this. He took the idea of the pairs of dancers 








and the clothing, with long skirts and long sleeves because he 
was from the Snoring Time. Do you know what that means? The 
time of the old people. That’s what the young people call the old 
days. So the girls didn’t dress like they do in Cacuria today, 
showing their bellies. When I started my Cacuria it was different 
from his - everybody showing their bellies and rolling their hips - 
his wasn’t like that. 

What are the other differences between the Cacuria that Mr. 
Lauro created and yours? 

Well, he did his one way, and I created a different style. When I 
got in an argument with him I left. I was already teaching people 
how to play caixa at the Laborarte cooperative. And sometimes 
the people there would say, “let’s play a Cacuria”. The drums 
were already there so they would dance. And after a while, after I 
left Lauro in 1982, they asked me at Laborarte if I wanted to 
create a new Cacuria group and I said, “well I'd like too but I’m 
not a dance teacher”, so they gave me a teacher to help me and 
we set it up and it started in 1986. 

So now there are a lot of Cacuria groups all over the island. 
They all learned at Laborarte. The only one that didn’t start there 
was Palmeira, which was started by another woman who I 
danced with in Lauro’s group. Now, there are Cacuria groups all 
over the place but the real one is mine. 

Aren’t you proud that so many people are trying to imitate 
you? 

I feel marvelous about it because the more I teach the more I like 
to dance. And I’ve been all over the world. I’ve been to Portugal, 
all because of my Cacuria, rolling my hips with all these young 
girls. Unfortunately I have a problem with my legs now so I just 
yell out to the girls and they shake it for me. Thank God my gang 
is serious. 

If Cacuria only started in 1973, how do some of those 100 
year old songs fit in? 

Well, we change the rhythms, sometimes we make up new 
words. 

And you’ve written a lot of songs too, right? 

Well, a few. 

How do you write them? Singing in the shower? 

Well, I think. Let me give you an example. I think and I start 
singing. Here’s one off my last CD. It goes like this: 

“ Leira Cried, Leira cried. I told you Leira, I'm going to steal 
your man.” 

Ok, here’s a verse I wrote: 

"A coconut, to be a coconut has to be whole, and for a man to be 
aman, he has to have some dough.” 

So, I just go along making things up that come right out of my 
head. I go along singing, making things up. So, when something 
good comes out I go “hey Bub, come over here quick and write 
this down before I forget it.” Then I record it later. Understand? 
You know, it’s because I never studied. These days, everything is 
about studying. That’s something I never had. I was 13 when my 
father sent me to school. Then when I was 14 he died, so I had to 
leave school and work in white people’s houses cooking, 
cleaning at that’s what I learned. Some things I know it’s like 
God guides me and I follow. 

I certainly know a lot of idiots who studied a lot. When did 
you start singing? 

When I was 8, here in a Mina house in Joao Paulo. I always sang 
Carimbo, danca do Velha, Caroco. But now that Mr. Lauro 
invented Cacuria everyone has it. The whole world. 
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That was a long time ago when you were 8. Were people very 
different back then? 

There were a lot of huge differences, Holy Mary. In my time - 
because I just turned 80 - in my time we didn’t go out on the 
streets alone for any reason even though they didn’t have all this 
thievery that they have today. Today nobody respects anyone, 
not young people not old people. If young people don’t respect 
other young people these days imagine how they treat old people. 
They don’t give them any credit. When I was a kid I had to kiss 
everyone’s hand on the street — anyone I bumped into. These 
days that doesn’t happen anymore. 

What was dating like back then? 

Ahhh. 

Was it more complicated than it is today? 

There’s no dating today, just licking. Just licking and sucking 
each other. [laughter] In my time a girl couldn’t start dating until 
she was 20, and then the boy would come over and ask the 
parents permission. Then, he would sit in the living room and the 
girl would sit across from him, with all the parents in the middle, 
listening to everything he said. That’s what it was like in my 
time. 

How did girls end up pregnant? 

If the parents wouldn't let a girl date she’d run away. But she 
would run over to live in her boyfriend's house with his family. 
Then his parents would visit her parents to smooth things out and 
negotiate the wedding. It wasn’t like today when they go right 
into the forest and, not even in the forest, just propped up against 
the outside of people’s houses. Because that’s what they do 
today. 

So when you see these young people today dating, don’t you 
feel a little envious? 

Envy? I get angry! Because they just suck each other and break 
up tomorrow. Today, whatever, I don’t even know how to 
explain what life is like today. In my day, you would get married 
and work for your family. Your woman wouldn’t work. You 
would work for your woman and your kids. And she’d have to 
obey you and take care of things inside the house. Today no. You 
start dating a little one and she has a job and buys you a shirt or a 
pair of pants. That's what it’s like today. Men, - excuse me, most 
men- hunt a woman so that she will help him out financially or 
buy things for him. 

Well, that’s a good thing. 

A good thing? It’s a disgrace! Man was born to give things to 
women, not women giving things to men. I’m from the Snoring 
Time, the old days, the time of gimme [laughter]. Today women 
work. Sometimes more than men. 

But what’s wrong with that? 

Because men have no shame. Look. I'll tell you something. A 
man who lives off of a woman is a bum, a cretin, he’s no good. 
Can I say what I think? 

Go ahead, but if I don’t agree, I'll argue with you. 

Don’t you think it’s a good thing for a woman to work and be 
independent so that if her husband starts beating her she can 
move out? 

She can fight back. We have hands too you know. A woman has 
to help her man but not the way they do it today. What I see 
today is that women do more than men. They have to work, they 
pay the electric bill, buy food, and still have to buy clothes for 
that no good cretin. Oh no. In my times it was different. Today 
everything’s changed and I don’t agree with it. 








INTERVIEW WITH MESTRE FELIPE 


‘ 
Tambor de Crioula is a hypnotic drum music that has been 
played exclusively in Maranhao state for hundreds of years. It is 
played on three drums made from hollowed out logs and goat- 
skin. Traditionally, men play drums and women, called 
Correiras, dance in long skirts. Tambor de Crioula resembles 
music played in Macumba and Mina Voo Doo rituals but has 
lyrics that are usually profane and is typically played to honor 
Saint Benedict, a black saint who was the patron saint of slaves. 
Mestre Felipe, who is 80 and grew up out in the swamplands, is 
known as one of the greatest masters of Tambor de Crioula 
music in Sao Luis. Like Dona Tete, he is associated with the 
Laborarte cooperative where he gave workshops for years, 
teaching many of today's best young drummers. Unfortunately, 
due to health problems, he hasn't been able to play anymore 
recently but still sings and makes drums. Despite being 
recognized all over Brazil as a cultural icon, Mestre Felipe lives 
in a very simple house in one of Sao Luis” poorest 
neighborhoods. I arrived in his house on a hot day at around 11. 
Mestre Felipe was watching TV and listening to the radio. 
How can you watch TV and listen to the radio at the same 
time? 
I listen to one and watch the other. I was listening to a local 
sports program on the radio and watching a national sports show 
on TV. Keeping up on my soccer games. 
Did you used to play? 
I was a great soccer player in my day. I was a wing. 
Did you play for a team? 
No, I'm from out in the country, near Sao Vincente. You know 
how it is. We didn't have teams or anything. 
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How old were you when you moved to Sao Luis? 

Well, I was already the father of a big family when I moved out 
here. I grew up out there, worked as a carpenter and a farmer. I 
didn't move here until 1965. 

Why, were things going bad out there? 

No, I got sick. I didn't ever really want to move here. My brother 
insisted that I move here. So I came here, got medical treatment. 
Then I said, “well Felipe what are you going to do now?” So I 
started making these wooden chairs you see around here. I 
started making them in my brother's house. I started selling them 
and then I began to like it around here. I started doing a little 
construction work, got to know more people. I rented a room, I 
bought a piece of land and built a house. First it was made out of 
wood and later I replaced it all with brick. 

People who play Tambor do Crioula usually play Tambor do 
Minas too, right? 

I play them both. But I usually stay out of Mina because nothing 
that is done out of desperation is any good. Because you have 
these healers, you know, for Mina to be any good you can't have 
more than three of them dancing in the temple, you know? And 
here they fill up the whole room with them, and then you go to 
another place and they don't have any? 

What is a healer? 

You know, a holy man or a holy woman. Here they fill the whole 
place up with them but you only need 2 or 3 to bless the whole 
night. For me, a group is just Tambor do Crioula or Bumba meu 
Boi. 

It seems to me that some holy men are just phonies that just 
want to manipulate people. 

Yes sir, just scamming them. There are a lot of these guys who 
become incorporated (possessed by spirits), during Tambor do 
Crioula. This isn't something that's supposed to happen. There's 
Tambor do Crioula and Tambor do Minas. Crioula is here and 
Minas is there. There are people who try to mix the two things 
together and I don't like it. I don't even go to Minas anymore. Out 
in the country you have holy men, you have healing drums, 
tambor do Minas, caixa, all these things and for us Tambor do 
Crioula is one thing and Mina is another. Anyone who says that a 
spirit is incorporating him during a Tambor do Crioula is a 
phony, just trying to scam people. 

Felipe's wife interrupts: Hey, turn that thing off! The food is 
getting cold on the table. 

We sit down and eat a lunch of white rice, fried eggs and 
chicken. Afterwards Felipe returns to his chair, exhausted from 
the short walk from the kitchen. He asks me to wait a few minutes 
to turn the recorder on so that he can catch his breath and 
mentions that he is going in to the hospital the following Friday 
to run some tests and doesn't know when he will come back. He 
asks me to visit him. 

How do you write songs? 

These days it's getting harder to write them because my thinking 
is getting as lousy as heck. If I make up a new song now there's 
got to be someone right next to me to remember the rhythm and 
the words because when it comes time to play it again, I don't 
remember a thing. I need someone to remind me of it, otherwise I 
could make up a great song and forget it as soon as I finish 
playing it. I'm getting too forgetful these days. 

So you make the words up as you go along? 

1 improvise everything because I don't know how to read. Some 
people know how to put all those letters together to make words, 
but not me. 








I was talking with your friend Tete about dating back then 
and dating today. What do you think has changed? 
I miss those days. The way it used to work was this - You would 
date a girl. You'd go over to her house, to the front door. She'd be 
out back in the yard. Every once in a while you'd see her walk 
by. So you'd be standing there for an hour or two, chatting with 
her parents, looking at her from far away and after a while you'd 
drink a cup of water and leave. That was a date back then. 
That was a date? 
Yeah. That was what we called dating. Let's say there was a 
dance party back then. It would start at 8 and go on until 7 in the 
morning. That's the way parties were back then. So, maybe I 
would see her at a party with her family and I would dance with 
her. Then, say around 4 or 5, me and my friends would leave. 
Maybe I would see her again next week at the next party, maybe 
not because they didn't always go to all the parties back then. 
And when I wasn't with my girlfriend I'd be working. Today, 
there's nowhere left to date. They date anywhere, in the woods, 
on the street, in houses, they're no father, no mother, no one 
around, 
But in those days weren't there womanizers? 
No, it wasn't the same thing. Today things are over the top. They 
had respect back then. If you had a girlfriend you would respect 
her. Everything today is immoral. People are walking around 
naked on TV. Do you know when I was 20 years old I had never 
even seen a woman's knee? Now you see almost everything. 
Isn't that good? 
Yeah it's good because there's no risk, but there's no respect left 
anymore either. I remember back then a wedding party was a real 
party - what a party! Everyone would show up at church on 
horseback. Then there would be a big dance to celebrate the 
wedding. 
What kind of music would they play? 
Samba, Bolero, those types of things. There were bands, fiddles, 
everything. And, time passed by and they don't have these kinds 
of parties anymore. Today, only rich people have wedding 
parties like this and they all get divorced the next year anyway. 
Do you have any advice for young people starting out as 
musicians today? 
Let them do things the way they want to. Everyone has their 
own way of doing things. Sometimes it bothers people when 
you try to give them advice. 


INTERVIEW WITH TIAO CARVALHO 


Tiao Carvalho was born in Cururupu, a small coastal town in 
Maranhao’s swamplands. He moved to Sao Paulo in 1980 and, 
despite rampant discrimination against blacks and 
northeasterners, managed to make a name for himself in music 
and theater. He also started Sao Paulo's only bumba meu boi 
group, Cupuacu, and started coordinating a street party for the 
Sao Joao festival, which brings thousands of people to his 
neighborhood, Kerosene Hill, every year. He is a multi- 
instrumentalist and songwriter who has played the Montreux 
Jazz Festival and is well known around Brazil. At 49 he is in 
excellent shape, much better than me as he proved when I spent 3 
weeks crashing on his floor in Sao Paulo last year. My next-door 
neighbor Alexandre is a childhood friend, so when Tiao flew him 
down to watch him declared an “Honorary Citizen of Sao 
Paulo” in City Hall, | couldn't refuse his invitation to come 
along. There we were, drinking from the moment we woke up 
until 5 or 6 every morning with Tiao driving us around to his 
favorite bars, nightclubs, restaurants and markets without ever 





seeming to get drunk and waking up hours before us to babysit 
his 5 year old son Yuri. This interview was conducted in a bar in 
Madre Deus, the 290 year-old neighborhood in Sao Luis where 
I've spent the last 5 years — ground zero for Carnaval. 





‘ 
Where and when did you learn how to play music? 
My starting point was my family in Cururupu. My father was a 
musician and a dancer. That's why I like music. But I'm still 
learning. 
What kind of music did he play? 
He played different kinds of local folk music, Tambor do 


Crioula, Bumba Meu Boi. He was well known as great 
Tamborinho singer. This is a kind of music that comes from 
Cururupu. 

What's it like? 

It's three small drums, you could have more if you want but the 
base is three, played with the hands, sung in verses and danced to 
by couples unlike Tambor do Crioula 

Why did you move to Sao Paulo? 

I always dreamed of to traveling around the World, ever since I 
was a child. In 1979 I had the opportunity to take two great trips 
with a theater group from Maranhao. The first trip was a tour to 
different universities in the United States. We went to Tucson, 
Kansas City, New York, San Francisco where we went to 
Stanford, which is a great university, and Washington. I went 
there and spent about 2 months traveling and came back to Rio 
de Janeiro, then we went to Europe. When I got back I was 
already working so my childhood dream was coming true. These 
two trips were because of theater but I've been back to Europe 
many times since playing music at different festivals, So that's 
how I ended up in Sao Paulo. Just the other day someone was 
saying how brave I was to pick up my things and move down 
there but it's not true. It's not like I arrived there with nothing like 
some big adventurer taking a risk. They called me up in 
Maranhao and invited me down there to work in theater. So, 
when I got there I already had a job and I stayed. I figured that in 
Sao Paulo I'd be closer culturally to Berlin, New York and 
Senegal. 


What did you learn most from your travels? 

How to get along with people? 

How did the people in Sao Paulo react when they first saw 
your Bumba Meu Boi group play on Kerosene Hill? 

Well, it was a big moment in my life. It was ten years after I 
moved there. The reaction was like this — the Boi is very magic 
The bull runs in front of all of us. The symbolism of the bumba 
boi creates an inexplicable reaction. So when people see the Boi, 
some of them fall in love with it at first site, others are afraid 
Everyone has their own relationship with it and in Sao Paulo it 
was the same way. A lot of people partied like crazy. I was 
worried that it was going to become a kind of passing fad at first, 
that the cultural and religious aspects would be lost but it turned 
out OK. And there are people who don't like it. People like a lot 
of different things 

Could you talk about your songwriting process? 

Well, I'm an Aquarian. So I have a lot of spontaneity. It's really 
common for me to compose while I am sleeping. So, I'm sleeping 
and I start to see a melody or a situation or something and as I 
start to see it I begin to wake up and as I wake up I develop and 
organize it. Sometimes I'm taking a shower or walking down the 
street, or someone says a word or tells me about something and I 
take it, it starts bouncing around in my head. I never think much 
about it. It's based on intuition, joking around, a scare 

You were singing a new, unrecorded song of yours today - a 
carnival Marchinha about President Bush. Since it would be 
impossible to translate because of all the wordplay, could you 
explain the idea behind it? 

There was no idea behind it. It was just emotion. The idea came 
afterwords. Every idea I have about my music comes after I write 
it 

What's the story the song tells? 

Ok, well it's like this. Bush is going to give a Buchada. Buchada 
is a typical dish we have in Brazil made from goat's stomach. So 
I was playing around with the phrase “Bush Buchada,” and this is 
something Brazilian and Maranhense -we're very quick to come 
up with jokes. So it's about Bush chasing Bin Laden around. He 








wants to stick it to Bin Laden, you know, screw him, put it in his 
butt, but he can't. And we don't want to have anything to do with 
it. It's just a form of speech and there's another one in Brazil that 
says, “I’m pulling it out of it” you know, “I don't want to have 
anything to do with it’. So I want to get this ready for next 
carnaval, carnaval being the time when you can do anything and 
say anything you want. And of course it is a kind of social 
commentary which is a function of music. The great weapon of 
the poet is his tongue - we are armed too you know - and with 
this he sometimes risks his life. The poet is armed too, fighting 
and dangerous, using his intelligence to fight injustice. 
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“Lon popped up IN THE LATE ~7as EARLY BOs Yer WERE SCARCER THAN THE FEAST GENERATION DUE ZN PART To THE 
SUCCESS OF FASCLST ORGANTZATIONSEN RE 


CEVLTENG- LoYs (Nor ALL] oF WHtTe SKINS WHICH ARE CAUED BY 

ANTE~ RACESTS, RONEHEAMS FoR BEING FAR RLGHTTeoLS). Tom RORENSON , Wito DEB RECORBINGS wLTH H2§ BAND 
SECTOR 2°77 Wei PED Found Rock AGAINST RACISM. RAR AND OTHER LEFTIST ORGANEZATIONS HAD BENEFTTS 
WHERE REGGAE BANDS LIKE MISTY IN ROOTS, AND SINGERS PLAYED WITH PUNK BANDS. 

DUB ALSo FLTTED IN wT PUNKS RECOMBINATION OF EXTREMES THROUGH DuB!s Sonne DECONSTRUCTION AND 
RECONSTRUCTION: BoTH PUNK AND REGGAE PLAYED WETH PERCEPTUAL HLERAREHTZES. 

REGGAE WETS AMONG PUNKS INCUBED CULTURE ‘Ss “TWo SEVENS CLASH" JOHNNY ROTTEN CLALMED He ONLY 
DANCED Yo REGGAE ESPECIALLY \TWo SEVENS CLASH”) PRINGE FAR I~ ‘CoMMANBMENT OF bs 


RUGS! ALTHEA 
DONNA" UPTOWN RANKING)’ AND LINTON KWEST Jounson‘s “Eqve NEGHTS OF BLEEDING” More on tac 
F@om THE LATE7O¢ To EARLy Q0s, MANY PuNKs AND POST PUNK BANDS HAD REGGAE TNEWENCED ORTEZNALS 7 
AND/OR COVERS INCWBING THE STRANGLERS, THE Pople DUKES CHEM HEM HEH! ) STZEP LITTLE FINGERS, 
GLAXO BABLES (A BRIUZANT DUB oF SWHD KLWED BRAKE LEE“) ) GENERATTON K Gwe Yourn's 
VWLL> DUR” WAs THE FIRST BRirisn PUNK DUB), KILLING Joe , 


ARTICUR, AT LEAs J PLL (THEY Axe woRTHy OF ASSPaR ATES 
T FOR A PEw YEARS BEFORE DKREASING SPOTTENESS, BUT WE'LL Loo 
AND oF covese RR THEME . , 


AT A PLL CUREO soon > D.o/. 
SONG THANKS To CHINA STREET. : 
HERE ARE SomE WHo 


Uae DED SIGNIFICANT WORK IN THE FIELD OF MUSTCAL MUTATION AN HUMAN COMMUNITY 
“THE Ru AS Ton SAVAGE WRoTe 1A ENGLAND'S 
“, DREAMING 5 THE SEX ssl Eyes eee ee 
~ nN ST U-S. o 1 
th Bare on Pink, THe PESTELS MELD Bord ANTES 
=: AR Re erHETTCS ELEMENTS AND STREET ELEMENTS 

p~~> FTo@e THER BUT EN THESR, WAKE SOME LEKE STOUXSIE 

& MAGAZINE BECAME ARTY 
INTROSPE! Posy PUNK BANDS cHoseé 

fe THEGANG- oF FOUR, 


) 
Z ov 
Ne eran PoC ETSCAL STRECT POMC THE Fy WERE 
ets LATTER CAMP. 
kn Upon THe Son eNe flor ev ncer func To 
OF 
Witawaeny TRANSCENDTHEM. THE RUTS 

USED REGGAE AND DUB WITH 
BN WAYS THAT, IN MY OPINEON, Were 
BETTER THAN EVEN THE CLASH oR 
oST REGGAR- PUNK MIXES OF THE TEME: 

sat aera wee nee Petey 
IN WERE FIeRC i, 
deesT SINGLE THR eA y 


LEASED THE FIRST 
ETR PEOPLES UNTTE Collective. THE RUIS 
AT(one oF THE Mos 


















eee 
own 

ROUGH 
VAUWEENE 


nah. 





ee MATER SINGER WHERE 
Any TEME, THELR ATTITUDE AND GENUINE CONCERN for TherR iit, SMa en ore eee 
For MINERS »RAR, ETC.y AND SoNEE DELIVERY LEDT VERCIN RECORDS SZONING THEM ZN 1979, 
THE CRAKE , THEIR ONLY Lp. As THE RUTS THAT. ens A PosTHUMOVS COLLECT EON STULL Sounds 
STAND TURTICING—FRom KtLLER Sonés LIke LON S BURNING” 15° 
FResh pee tt eave ENGINEEREMS TO STRONG PERFORMANCES THES rs ons oF THE DE ST~ 
PUNK. ALBUMS eveg.! THE RUTS ALSO BECAME A BRIDGE BETWEEN THE CLASH @ HARDCoRE. Desa, 
MINOR. 





BERT AUG ATE, NC RAD, SCREAM, ETC: ABSORBED THE RUTS STREW 
ATER MALCOLM path FROM A HEROS OD, THE RUTS RECAME RUTS DC Aue mane 
RHYTHM COWLTSTON PROBUCED By bUB PRobUCER MAD PROFESSOR. THE L+P.’s SPACEY MoobTER 
Post punk DUB Feel brtn’T A “T MUCH ATTENTION FROM OLD on New FANS og cs. 
HEY SPLLT UP AND WENT ON TO VARYING DEGREES OF SUCCESS, THE RuTS LEFT AGREAT LEGACY. 
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LINTON KwEST TJouNson 


EST, DUB PoET. THAT 
TON Ki SoHNSON WAs THE FTRST, AND LN MY OPINION THE BEST, 

hase Conese FR agee AUDZENCES. Lk WAS ABLE To CRoss oVER DUE To HIS 
COMMENTARY OF BELNG BLACK AND Poo AND 


Bore. 0s se mamopabagy bess Bove (4 uaa 
Mu L BACKING By THe DENNES Bovell bu , RADE NEN oF 
Blewrsel REE: FAG BAND MavUMBr) weshe ALSo PRobuCEd THE SLETS’ LATER STUFF (ART Upp Ts srtu Heavily 
INFWENGED BY REGGAE). You WouLb'T MISTAKE LJ FoR ANOTHER, pee > HLS Beep PENETRATING yorce 
WHILE CovcHEd =N TAMATCAN PATOSS Is eee By! A Ser BANTER EAR et THAN RASTAFARS. HE HAS 
SomE BACKGROUND IN THE BRITISH ATTE cA « IN (CoWEGE HE b orga 
ROETRN WORKSHOP WETHEN THE MOVEMENT AND DEVELOP MES work WETH Raga Love, -* 


RASTA Love, A e 
POETS and DRUMMERS. A GROUP o 
HE HAS A LONG MisToRy OF Fellowsuzps AND ¢ EDUCAT ONAL OPPORTUNIYTES INCLUYING 


LIBRARY RESOURCES & EDUCATION OFFICER AT THE ESKIDEE CENTRE, THE FIRST HOME oF 


WERFUL SpokEN WoRD 


























BRATLSH BUCK TheaTRe ANS ART. His FreorpoEMs 
THEY PUBLISHED HLS FiRST COUECTION 





BY APPEARED IN THE SouRNAL Rice TobAY. 
Wotces oF THe LIVING THE DEAD, DREAD BEAT an! BLoob 
15 SECOND COLLECTION, BECAME Both THE NAME OF. Eo ae anc teRUCLECANL 
i UMTAAN oa eis Be, 7 Mats VERE rn REcoRDS DERUTLR AND 
ALBUMS oN CHRIS BUcKWELL‘s “LSLAND 


BASS URE LS IN DUB, ann 


pe" ; : FoRces oF VECTOR, 
fof Be NJMAICING HISTORY. 
WE STARTED His OWN LABEL IN Ql SSF § ) 
StNGLES By SAMATLCAN POET NITCHAEL 
str!"aNy 





‘B} AND LAUNCHED Ir Worl ‘TWO 
SMITH “ML CYAN BeLTE 
BECAME A SouRNALTST, HE 

Y THE BBC (rm MENTO TD 

2 ee AND Took some 


ASING A LIVE ALBUM XN 


OTs! IN THE BOs, HE 
did A 1O- PART RADTO SeRzeEs’ on 
LeVERS Rocky EN NE AMoNG OTHE! 
=TEME OFF FRom RECORSING ONL’ 
TAGS. He ALso bzd TINGS ANTES , EM 
A. CoMPTLATION OF VARIOUS ARTISTS wom ¥en 
MosT RECENT Lip. 


He Has MANY TNTERESTS So HE Won'T BE 
AS OFTENAS He bib IN THE LATE 705 tof 
Voice on wy, OF DENNIS Rove's Ban AND | 
MiSSED- THE RECORDINGS From 79 — 3 

Se HAb COMPLEX ANALYSIS Anh ¢} 


Maracrer © Bs | VAS stubpes mn Hts bus 
ETRY AUNG WETH CELEBRAT TO! 
Ts ONE OF HTS Best Known PLECESS Nery RESTSTANCE By BUCKS AN 
Forces. HIS ANGER, 


INET RACIST EACCEST ATIAKS ANN ogc heetG, HtSToRY” 
crs s ° 
Lim SENSTTLVITY , AND CONFIDENCE ARE NEEDED “IN THESE CURRENT es ae 
STEEL PULSE \ 
i ‘THEY STARTED TN THE 
fy Gt BRITISH 


















way 
Ho 







NERA 









TE “7OS ALONGSIDE OTHER ZND 

| An Ke AS WAAD, 
Mey / PLAYED WETH PUNK BANDS AT Vel 

WITH THE Le ees “i “Yano Carer Appeakes ren ray | 
a> AMUSO WAR weTm 7 SIVAR Tous PUNE AND New : 
5 EY usep to WEAR ff 2 : 
Love WHT of | 
WAN 7: 










"BEFRIEMED PATTL 
cE | 19°76, KAYE ReRe- 

a7y = LP. on Kaye's LABEL 
Ne Sneue ee. tee mn 








EMENT G were pur ecrwer Sy Sols Pusroorarncr 


od 
ey FUSES SUB R PUNK PRODKE MANCHE: PRODUCER 
SEEES Tapeatcn HANNE: ne 


NETT. THEY ONLy b3d one AiBuM, (965— 1980 | 
was AN UNDER RATED CUASSSC. SEE apunicrene AT www. Rocroger 
For Mors ON THEM. ALSO, YOU SHOULB HEAR Don Lery’s WIAD DUB: DREAD MEETS. 
mg PUNK ROCKER ARBRE COMPILATION WITH THIER SEMMLGRANT BUS,” 
ak = : = eG SPEAK OF 










DON LETTS .+« bon LETTS 


ede. WI NvMEROUS THINGS DURING THE 
FX Nb BOs 21 CONNECTION 
RISD LATE 70 5 AND GOs 31 cont 


1 BiG AUbLD SYNAMTTE ANb So 
of ONE oF THE mane TATERESTING 
“THANGS HE Dib WAS AN een 
JWLTMovT JOHN LybON 'STNVOL NT) 
RELEASE IN 1979 CAUED THE 

“BASTCEL LEG Vs. “THE Electric 


READ EP. 


or 
ah ke = 
LOFTEN DEB. by 
Sn lte DNLIKeLy” 
PT RECEIVED A FULL Cb RELEASE. 
DRIAN 
SHER wooP 







TI-CopyRIGAT 


SEEKER Z 
LAGARIZE FROM ME+ 


To WAS TAKEN Feom THALIL 
Nk ZINE. THES ART TCE ts 


THIS PHO’ 








pu 
L. FREE To P' 


AN 30s 
So FEE 









ER CAT WoRTHY oe HIS OWN 
AS a . ease ADRIAN tea 
Skeerer From SCREAM PATE-70, 
ONCE BAD BRAINS STARTED GETTING KNOWN IN Dic: @ ate 
SUTSEDE OF ZT) MANY MULTE-RACIAL HARDCORE BANDS NH 

b ABLING REGGAE To THEIR SOUND: PHILLY /s MC RAD Dd 5 
AND brG’s SCREAM Eine WERE ON BEScoRD FoR AWHZLE, TION, ETc. ETC. HE HAS Done AVANT 
WERe Two OF THE BETTER KNOWN BANDS TN THIS VEIN. = FUSIONS WITH Post PUNK, FUNK, HEP Hop, 
I Gov To SEE SCREAM IN 1938 AT THe Cuspy BEAR Were qormag PEE JAZZ, BTC. THAT 






THe re 
AFRICAN HEADCHARGE PRINCE FART, AKABU 
PACKHEAD Soundsystem, ASzaN DUB? 





WETH AGENT ORANGE, UNDER Dg (WHO Were A Goob aS Upp, Kee EUINE, MAE STRWART 
NYC HO BAND THAT MES IN REGGAE), Aub SOULSEDE. ETE. HAVE WORKED Wir vitta AND SEVERAL. 
SCREAM BEDN’T bo REGGAE OR FUNK KUTHE Gic RuTzt BUck MUSSCIANS @ SINGERS To CREATE 
GOT 1 see A Young DAVE GRHOL ON TRAPS. MULTZ-CULTS MULTL~ DIMENSIONAL VLSTONS- 
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STAMALCAN & BRITTSH ENTREPRENEURS g PERFORMERS Took NoTZCE OF sites Lot's FANATICISMAND CREATED A 
REGGAE SUBCEN EAD RE 





ee SKINKI GGhE. MEAD OOZES AGGRESSTON YET ALLOWED FoR. SoME BALLADS WKSLE 
“TeUCHING Upon CLASS, RUBE SEX ( AIAMAEL AN TRADE FON FROM CALYPS©R MENTO To Tobay /s DANCE HALL) PE 

Wrouiske (WITH Spe GLORTFICATION), SugcWLTURE,AND-PARTYZNG. TROJAN § PAMA WERE THE HoTTesT 

$ e 
Sangereeaeuss cacao MT SUCK SAGAS MO pnt Ledeat og Doyen 

ANE SURREAL Merten Aw Sy vancben oF CReTTeRs SKA ABOUT Like “THE LocH NESS MousTeR” (By 
RING HORROR), otrnney Le wae Chace THe Boss), SHEppopaTuMus” (DESMOND DEKKER), @°Z.APATOO THE TH6ER” 
CROLAND ALPHoNSo’)» War some COMICAL) QUERKY PRODUCTZONOR. LYRICAL/ARRANGEMENT TURNS MAKE 
SKINMEAD REGGAE As MUCH CHILDRENS’ MUS AS ZT IS AN OLDER FoLkS’ SouNBTRACK To DEBAUCHERY , ALL NIGHT 
DANCING, ANS OTHER CARNAL PURSUITS: CHLUb/ADULT BLUR WHEN BRINK TS ZNVOLVED. 













‘OME CRYProZoo" FL: : 
ornehine Nessze a 
Ts ADESCENDENT OF THE 
DINOSAUR PLEASUROSARUS, 






EVEN DRUNK LEPRECHAIS 
GOT INT SKiNHEAN 
REGGAE. 


YoU caN’T PROPERLY: Discuss skINHEAb 


EGGAE WLTHOUT MENTIONING THE Beor : 
SIMARYP/SLMYARZP. THEY WeuLd Top My LIST OF GREAT PRE ROOTS REGGAE BA 1. ee 
Moonen "ALONE BUT THEY OF COURSE DED MANY WONDERFUL NUMBERS! They WERE ORIET NALLY THE 
EES Bur We unbeanne A VaRdery oF Nome ~bE-bisqvE ALLOWING THEM To FUNCTION THROUGH oUT SKA 
OCK STEABY, R REGGAE SCENES Feo THE COs To THE BOs THEY Got ABIG BREAK TouRING Wim / 
PRINCE Ruston rn (967 AND Reconnang SoyESSre TAMES RIDES AGAIN” on HIS BLUE BEAT LApeL. 
EDDLE GRANT oes PRESIDENT LABEL Wi WAS AN PRUEST, SONEWRETER PRobUCER 8 St GN 
LLORY’* 3y THE Co. THEY BECAME ST AVRD (PyRAIOS CARON HONS OBE se Recor ELSCUeRE vineue 
TE ccuMERD moonsonp, “Sout ani} 69 To PLEASE THE GRowING NUMBER OF SICINS COMING TO THEIR SHows, 
WAS LOOSELY BASED ot! DERRICK MORGAN'S “'IVjooN Hop! (BoTH WERE ABouT DANCES ZusPERED By THE APoLLo 
12. MooN LANDING ASTRONAUTS HoppLNG ABouT ON ‘T.V.) AND BORROWED aoe, SpoKeEN INTRobUCTTON 
FROM SAMG DAIE’S “THANK You” SICINHEAD MoonsToMp SUMS UP WHAT 5 GREAT ABOUT SICINHEAd 
REGGAE LYRICALLY (EX. CALEB THE BOSS SKINHEAD, ORDERS ALL SICDNS To BRUSH THEIR TEETH To Show RESPECT 


HOR THE MAN ON THE MOON BerogE THELR DANCING TAKES THEM To THE MOON ) AND MUSICA 
Heavy RYH WiTy 


Uy (Pumper Ne 
Ms A CHEERFUL FLEsTA Mood WITH SoME SWEET DISCORDANT ELECTRIC GUT 
iG NOWANS THEN). THEIR Ss 


SKREE 
HEA MOONSTOMP L.P. ON TROJAN WELL Ketek YouR ASS AND 
OTWER ASSORTED ASSES AT Your. PARTY THE AUBUM Sai RAYES As ONE OF REGGAES Frnesr! OTHER 
re ae ake set aca THER COVER of bie Wek an “TELSTAR(])7 “SCINHEADSAMBoREE," 
LABEDADIG (CA UGE * be NUMBER?) ~ THEY Wout make you Happy} 
WE bon'T Raye J OUCH SPACE TO gr DEE THeLATE GRear ALEX Hue Hes (lus — 
199%) BuT Let's DEFEND Hrs STRENGTHS SKINHEAD REGGAE 
ERR REGCAT, PERFORMER & See aaee As ASK > REGGAE, oR oVERAW. 
ARNST; ASLACK U 












FRoM DISMrssAL 
o NSAVORY DUDE AGAIN bre’ YRRSARGA Sie or 
LNADET TONY, & EVEN “pimp” OF CARRIBEAN CULTURE. 

Ed THIS MUste. HE HAS WoRkeD © WITH @ Be FRIENDED PRInce 
AND DUKE REZ. He HAB 12 HETS IN ENGLAND, MORE JUAN Has Fetenh Qo inne 
mantiitennctstgy bene® IIS Ren Goa h Reese Pee eon 
REGGAE PERFORMER TN LyaMar 5 THE ANTE NCE SSM 
Yeu snouls ene srr A Sae™ WEA EE ST (MeN Te Air ence es Sumeti, 


ZTE. 
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SX WANTED To DO SoMETUNG ON OBSCURE BRITISH PUNK BAN 
FIND MUCH INFORMATION ON THEM TNCWbING Perey Seas 


ates pe youmy BuT coun 
DISCOGRAPHY TNFo on THEM LET ME KNOW. I Wee S$. ZF You HAVE MoRE BLO AND 


MENTION ZN N 
Berny 5 REGGAE TRIBUTE To SED VICIOUS Mae THAT eure PASSING MILITANT 


Not Teo 

HLS oveRdose DEATH ON THE Song “PESTOL Boy/! Been. PLND ye 

MLULTANT BERRY EZTHER. ARE ‘THERE oTHen SEX PISTOLS OR PUNK TRIBUTES FROM 

REAL REGGAE PERFORMERS IN AbETLON To BoR MARLEY /s*PUNKY REGGAE PARTY /” ANS 

Ls M/TUBARUKASS MENTION OF SoMNNY GETTING ROTTEN ZN LowER MAN “on wis 
BW SORNNY DRUGHEAD” 17” RELEASED ow ALLTGATOR RECORDS HERE TN THE WENDY cry? 


ULTURAL GRps PoULENATEan AN> S08 CULTURE coneter 

“THAN, URE COMPLE! ARE : 

mins Rta aise ra ae ea dncon ga FA ET NAST ag 

Red By BLACK EXPERTENCEs Live GRowN oVE . AUet OF BOTH DEMENANT And SU 
REE RK THE DEC 1B CULTVRE ARE 

PEs tre camera cousctivt sraveeles N Sree coReecrans aie coauas me SOETSTRO Meerres 

OF LLFE. Dac ies NCALNST EXISTING Zontcortons UNDER THE CORREST ORGANTEZATED 
BLACKS uNbEeR CAPTIA . nH 


Lis HAVE Been 
ants secre Ee ove Mex pkacesy AS Shey SEGREGATED AND RE ENTEGRATED FORGENERATZONS 5 THLS HZSTORICAL 


‘$ 

STRENGTHENED BLACK RESISTANCE To TH: 'g tue 
wor! 5 ASE A VANGUARD “THAT plisMes THE ENVELOPE Series ont en 3 Pope Ants 
Beata sachs ni ecto ee gale Orv 
ey AGADICT RACLEM BUT AGALNST X Sige TMELR ABILETY To NAT TATE DIRE CT A 
MondySRAase ACLS BUT NONE ET Getculy compusrel NS CEX: Loorawe &.G/EET GeXCHAN SEAS LASERS 


GE YS. ALLENAYE> 
i COMPLETEL, RUMEN SHout! ae 
Yourt/Must¢ SUBCULTY RES HAVE GENERALLY. se eer BUCK micrat . ne c 
Soczerty!s GUARDZANS (> 
L MORES ARE COMMON TARGET: 
a 2 eine «puns L TENRES, THEREFORE, 
SuscuLyaes vts Fea CAPURES TH 
IG A SpeCtFLe 
THERE ARE STLU BLACK PROLES Wio ON SOME LEVELS RESIST THIS 
SocTETY AND YET CARRY MAL DOGMA NGALNST TEWS @ QUGERS — ONE 
SOHEM OUT, S PECEESS GROUPS” CONTRADLETIONS serve ASvaecanrs of G! 





ZDENTEEZED WOK BLACK LIBERATION. BOTH BLACKS AN 
~ SE ay b Youth suBeuLTURES 
ware mee iF Te ‘oR DEVEATING From ‘SovRGEoZS yrs By oes #2 RINKENG AND DRUG 
BEYOND Ls LMMed LATE SENSUALAND CATHARTEC AtPeAL, 38° VACUER” Wi SKINS pp eee Sa 
Beers OUTSIDE OF THPSE SUBCULTDESS BECRISE TT ORL , Mobs, enc. AS well AS BY 
BLACKS UTE Or eRSE oct e/ EXPERCENCES oF THE 
. “YES, AY T2ME S$, THESE FTE ee Cas. PRoBlemaTrc. However, ONE MUST BECAREFUL Za) ANAL! 

O. is Tol EX. 

CANL/CMLTURAL Ghaup’s ot Me ye of THE DEEP RESULTS OF CHATTEL 
SA STERY § some BLACK AND WHITE ORTG ARE ANOMS Dzb * PAKT BASHING” In SOME AREAS) AND STNGLING 


ENERAL SOCLETAL CONTRAD 
© it NS © 
Lim Nor Apa GEZING FOR REACTIONARY Views ANd BEMAYFOR. I'M 5 ENTZNG OVT THAT WE NEES Te let 


UST PO) 
ERETLCAILY ANALYZING THE TOTALETY OF THIS SOBLETY TN FRAGMENTED WAYS THAT PLAY ZNTO SOCTAL Tron. 
THE maa OBSTACLE. OBSTRUCTING TOTAL REVOLUTION ‘SOCIAL /SEXUAL/ ECON! CULTURAL / POLITICAL RADZXAL 

CHANGE) HAS BEEN LACK oF CONSCLOUSNESS, WAHLLE RADIAL SETUATIONS (EX. GEN RAL STR LK S) Ld CAT STRIKES, 
SNESS RAISING SESSTONS, WE CANIT 
THAT 28 FoR SCALE EFFORTS. WE NEED TO STRAY WITH THE Hse 
WE ARE ZMMEDLATELY PARTICIPA NG “rN EX: PUBL TRANSPORTATION, UTILITIES, ART) ETC) & GEN! 
RAL OF OUR PARTIAL RESTS TANCE EFFORTS, SUBCULTURE’S MAIN WEAKNESS T5 WHEN SUBCULTURE BECOMES AN End 
styseLe... A SAFETY VALVE: GENERALZZING STRUGGLES NECESST TATES CRITECAULY / CREATIVELY ENGAGING 
People OUTSLdE WR TMME STATE CARCLE Ce)» My SELFISHNESS Zs SELFLESS WHEN, T Tey To BRING OTHERS UP 
E SENCE TL Khow WE NEED OTR Peopia REMIZE cu Negus AND estpeds! WE HAVE A 
45 LIBERATING OURSELVES, € a Mute. 
SENTEREST Gs TM PORTANT To CONSEDERS Ar WE Nov OnLy NEED To Know wuar Wek AGAINST BUT WHAT WE ARE 
For (T-E- RevolwTin Ag A Late Lane PRocess THAT CREATES ALTERNATIVES To CURRENT ALLENATION) Be C RETICAL Tueuicene 
Weens EXPERLMENTAL SeACTICE SENCE THEORY WETHOUT PRACTICE @ PRACTICE wiTHouT THEORY ARE fen 


et 
EFFor END RVING THE SYSTEM, » MagnTaAIN A ENSE © WUMOR- 2TH is FLOM PSYC! 01 L 
FOR o Saou Mee TS PARATLON D: suave + YouRsel lA iivert ey : en 
b 
a avse er -empures HUMAN CoMMUNTTY BEYOND sits socrety. TTS VP Te us 9 


EGGAE TS VETAL SEC . 
REALE UT ay THE LONG GUN. Sovlreb @ Fastmail: fim 
, ad 
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Pedro Bell has been a 
valued contributor to this 
magazine for almost a 
decade, and he has been 
a crucial contributor to 
P-Funk for over thirty 
years, creating the 
brilliant, bizarre, trippy 
Funkadelic gatefold LP 
covers in the seventies 
and eighties, and helping 
to influence _ interstellar 
language, both visual 
and verbal, that made 
the Mothership such a 
mother. But before he 
completely left the real 
world for the P-universe 
he was an underground 
comix artist/rock critic/ 
political cartoonist/ink 
jockey/illustrator/go-to- 
guy at his college paper 
(the Roosevelt University 
Torch) from 1972-1975, 
catching the tail end of 
the greatest era of 
college comix. Last 
Summer Roctober was 
proud to employ the 
slave labor of our intern 
Chase to catalogue and 
scan hundreds of images 
from Pedro's early days, 
and we will spew a few 
pages now and then to 
you lucky Roctober 
readers, starting with a 
few choice cutlets this 
issue. Rejoice! 






TIE IT UP BY THE 4 COR- 
NERS AND USE AS A HANDY 








Now... LEMME TELL YA SUMTHIN’, MISTER... IF THIS WASN'T A Soop 
INVESTMENT OF THAT NINETEEN GRAND BINGO BREAD, 1M DISCIPLE 
oF SATAN! CHECK THESE FEATURES: WOTS-HIS-NAME HOOD ORNAMENT, 
CAYCIFIX MAG WHERLS, ONE-WAY GuAss, SUN ROOF FRONT & REAR... 
veuveT REAR THRONE SEAT , WINE KEG) ELEVATING: ROOF PULPIT, 
Z4+K GOLD BODY PLATING , INLAID CRoss SYMBOLS OF PEARL 
JESUS STROBE LIGHTS, S- CHAWNEL STEREO UNIT PORTABLE? 
COLLECTION BOX , MonEY COUNTER & SAFE! CRUISE DOWN To 
THE CHURCH AND THE SUCKERS 
WitL PAY IT OFF IN THREE SUNDAYS! 





~. LIKE, WHAT CAN YOU SAY 
ABOUT PEOPLE TAKING THE 





LEAD OUT OF GASOLINE... 
A AND PUTTING IT IW THEIR KID 


MANE Toe ! : 


$ELLING AD$ FOR THE 


TOAGEH 


For more informatio,, see Mike Mylan 3 


in room 484 or call 341-3669 


\TO THE 
OPLE? 


3 4 
84 
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NST 


By Pedro Bell 

(With all the strange groups 

coming out these days, it might 
be interesting to see how four 
bizarre bands would look together 
in one article, Here it is, 
May the gods forgive me]) 
. I@s a long story, but there 
are two recording groupstravele 
ing about the country under one 
name, but recording under two 
different labels, Officially named 
the Parliafunkadelicment Thang, 
the two groups, Parliament and 
Funkadelic provide each other 
with talent, Parliament is a 
psychedelic hangover from the 
Temptations / Miracles / Four 
Tops syndrome, consisting of 
five singers, Funkadelic is prie 
marily an instrumental band that 
provides the music for Parliaw 
ment, Consequently, Parliament 
supplies Funkadelic with vocal 
support, 

Together, on tour, both groups 
are dependent on each other, ree 
sulting in perfect harmony,,.well, 
almost, For complicated rea» 
sons, Parliament records on the 
Invictus label, and Funkadelic is 
with Westbound, The rival 
companies generally have ree 
fused to acknowledge each others 
group, and even though meme 
bers of both groups are heard 
(and even seen on the album 
Uners), no real slack or cree 
dit is given, 

Anyway, jivation aside, the 
Parliatunkadelicment Thang 
transcends the legal ambiguities 
without many problems, To date 
Parliament (with Funkadelic)has 
released one album, and Funka~ 
delic (with Parliament) have rew 
Teased four, The rap here is 
on Parliament?s sole disk and 
Funkadelic? newest one, 

eR 

“OSMIUM? _ PARLIAMENT’s 
‘solo’ album (Invictus ST=7302) 
was originally released in 1970, 
and it’s hell to find, but never- 
theless, is still available. It 
contains a hit single, that was 
quickly banned one week after 
it hit the charts, The song, 
1 Call My Baby Pussycat? had 
a line that the airwave guardie 
ans found unsuitable for the vire 
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“Inventions by Dimensions Boutique” 


gin ears of Americas ‘Hey fele 
las, your eyes may shine and 
your teeth may grit, but none 
of my kittycat you’ re gonna git...” 


Listening to other cuts on*Os- 
mium’, is even more plain to 
see why the disk isn’t sold in 
the neighborhood Sears record 
department, ‘Moonshine Heather’ 
is about a woman who sells poote 
leg liquor (and?) to support her 
kids; the original meaning of 
‘funky’ is expressed in ‘Funky 
Woman’; a country boy getshime 
self in trouble on ‘Little Ole 
‘Country Boy’ and here’s one for 
you fellow sexists; ‘Ther@s Note 








single blemish, any Parllament/ 
Funkadelic freak should go 
through the trouble of finding 
‘Osmium? 

Parliament has remained une 
changed since that album with: 
Ray Davis, Calvin Simon, Grady 
Thomas, Clarence ‘Fuzzy? Hase 
kins, and madman George Cline 
ton, Clinton is Parliament's 
Producer and main composer, He 
also produced most of the Funkas 
delic disks and other Parliament 
members have also greatly con= 
tributed to Parliament/Funkade# 
lc songs. On ‘Osmium,’ Ruth 
Copeland wrote and sang vocals 
on several tracks, and later used 
























Parliament's George Clinton does his thang, 


hing Before Me But Thang” 
Going into another bag, Pare 
liament was inspired toward a 
more metaphysical direction with 
two songs, On Lord, Why Lord/ 
Prayer? and¢Livin the Life’, (La= 
ter, the group(s)became involved 
with the Process Church of The 
Final Judgement, who applauds 
their unorthodox approach to ree 
ligious vibrations), Another ale 
bum cut was later introduced 
as a single in Europe, ‘The Sie 
lent Boatman’ sold quite a few, 
but was never released here as 
a single, A satire on alleys 
cruisers and dating is the obe 
ject of *My Automobile, which 
is done in an intentional hille 
billy style, The only jive cut 
on the album is ‘Put Love in 
Your Life’, a shaky psychedelic 
nightmare of music, Despite the 
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members of Funkadelic on her 
solo album, ‘I Am What I Am? 
(invictus/Smas » 9802) released 
last year. 

Appearing on stage, the Par- 
Mafunkadelicment Thang is pro- 
bably the only act to be con- 
structed as total entertainment. 
At any ‘Funkadelic Invasion,’ the 
audience is called upon to par. 
ticipate in a ‘funky experien: 
A Chicagoebred comedian, James 
Wesley Jackson, PFT’s fenvorne 
median? provides the warm up 
with a humorous ‘funkalogy,? One 
of PFT"s heaviest sets was done 
right here in Chicaga, at U of 
C’s Mandel Hall earlier this 
year, and James W, Jackson has 
an album of that conceit] (Ask 
any selferespecting record shop 
about it!) 

As you can tell from the photo, 
the members of the two bands 
aren’t dressed in exactly Motown 
tradition; their onstage maneue 
vers easily outclass the clumsy 
efforts of newcomers and their 
“special effects? 

ea me 

‘AMERICA EATS ITS Young, 
(Westbound 2 WB 2020) Funkae 
delic’s first double album set was 
released early this year and 
in Billboards Top 100 albums 
chart, It contains an assorte 













ment of styles and subject mate 
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‘Free your mind and your ass will follow!’ 


ter, Parliament’s 1 Call My 
Baby Pussycaf is shortened to 
‘Pussy’ on this Funkadelic ale 
bum, The version on this ale 
bum is a slower tempo replica 
of the original, and sounds okay.. 
unless you've heard the older 
Parliament tune. Suddenly, ¢Puse 
sy’ dissolves into ‘America Eats 
Its Young’, one of the tradee 
mark songs of Funkadelic, The 
short reading in the middle of 
the track is representative of 
the Funkadelic ideology, ‘Bio- 
logical Speculation? {s another 
step back into the groups’ habit 
of sounding Appalachian, and the 
side’s final song is ‘That Was 
My GirP, which is saturated 
with a Sly Stone influence, 

Before mentioning the album’s 
bummers, Pll say that Funkadelic 
is one of the few groups who maine 
tain a high degree of flexibil~ 
ity as far as music styles go, 
Their best style, though is 
uniquely different and downright 
funkiest, Other America Eats 
Its Young tracks of the real 
Funkadelic are: ‘A Joyful Proe 
cess’, ‘You Hit The Nail On The 
Head,’ *Loose Booty’ (released 
as a_ single. with ‘Jovful 
Process’), and *Philmore’, 
Thrée songs sound like Funkae 
delic going Broadway, ‘Wake Up? 
‘lf You Don’t Like The Effects 
Don?t Produce The Cause? and 
‘Balance? 

Two final cuts, ‘Everybody Is 
going To Make It This Time 
and ‘Miss Lucifer’s Lova,? '7- 
rically say they're Funkadelic 
material, but the music belongs 
to the Four Freshmen. Ecch! 

Understandably, PFT has faced 
radio airplay problems in the 
past, and toa great extent, almost 
all of the songs on ‘America 
Eats Its Young* cau be aired 
without the local PTA raising 
hell, In addition, the group has 
expanded its style into several 
rted attempt 


re listeners. Tech- 
nically speaking, there’s really 
nothing wrong with any of the 
tracks on this album, 

But I think Funkadelic has 
simply overeextended the vere 
satility thing; most PFT fans 
want and insist on the nasty 
funk of their earlier records, 
‘Maggot Brain ‘Free Your 
Mind and Your Ass Will Fole 
low,’ and ‘Funkadelic,’ Even the 
gritty musicianship of the band 
seems sterilized and homoe 
genized to attract new listeners, 
I found this hurt Funkadelic’s 
efforts on the *America’ disk 
set, Maybe P'm.w: but few 
of my fellow Funkadelic freaks 
have disagreed with my consen- 
sus, 

The Funkadelic band has gone 
through manv personnel changes: 
the present Funkadelic ‘main in- 
vasion unit’ (the touring band) 
includes Bernard Worrell, key- 
boards, melodica and Funkadelic 
music director; Tyrone Lampkin, 
percussion; Ed Hazel, returning 
as Funkadelic’s lead guitarist; 
Clayton ‘Chicken’ Gunnels, trume 
pet; Robert ‘Chopper® Mc Cule 
Tough, tenor saxz Phelps Collins, 
rhythm guitar; William *Bootsy 
Collins on bass guitar, 








65 








10 TORCH Sept..25, 1972 





BLACK G.A.S...THE INCREDIBLE LITERARY TRIFFID OF TIVATION... answers Your avestions! 


EUERU THING VDL UE ALLWAYS LUANTED TO 
ATIDL ABOUT AU. fot wes too sirsid toash! 


Q.1S THERE ANY PLACE AT RU where You 
CAN MEET INTERESTING Peope 7? 
A. ANT INTERESTING PEOPLE CAN BE FovND 

LOITERING NEAR WOMEN'S JOHNS... 
Q. MAY WHITES ATTEND BLACK SouRSES? 
A. SURE ...1N THE BACKK OF THE ROOMS. 
















Q. ARE THERE NON-CREDIT COURSES AT RU? 

A. LF You GET SOME OF THE INSTRUCTORS THAT 
VE GOTTEN... YOU CAN COUNT ON GETTING 
WHAT IS KNOWN AS A “NON-CREDIT GRADE! 






Q. WHEN Is THE FINANCIAL AID OFFICE OPEN? 
A. THAT DEPENDS ON YOUR ABILITY To PICK 
LOCKS +06 



























ahem 5 teats 
Fiagnciar 2. ey ie Mi | isis Stee psyche 418 
AID OFFICE MINORITY CULTURAL NEXT Time THis 'cLASS 
CENTERS? a | KEAN, WAD oest BES 
(a doce a Roe 
) A, exense means | — Naam S Rice nt 
iw THE HCC @Ame : FACE AXING TIVEASS 
ROOM AT TABLES 4 QVESTIONS AGOUT THE 
a 3,4, AnD ou ee 
CAN BRING Your 
OWN DECK OF CARDS, 
Poor CVE , Dice OR Q. HOlw LONG HAS THE RU BUILDING 
é FRISBEE... BEEN STANDING? 








Anan, 









WHERE age THE ee FROM (677 To (824, SINCE THEN 
.Me & WHo ELSE? THE BYILDING UAs BEEN LEANING, 





@. ARE RU WOMEN FRIENDLY ? 
. IF You" qT Vv) 

A, IF You've GOT THE MONEY , THEY’VE GoT ne) (AN : Tan, 
THE HONEY. : GE AT MALCOLM K COLLEGE 

Q. |S THE CAFETERIA OPEN IN THE EVENING? ™ 

A. THE NIGHTS ARE RESERVED FOR FUNERAL 
SERVICES. 

Q. ARE RU MEN FRIENDLY? 

A. ES... WITH EACH OTHER, 

Q 

A 

a 
















. (1S THE ELEVATOR SERVICE ADEQvaATE? 
. YES, BUT NOT IN THIS BUILDING, 
. WHAT CAN BE DONE ABOUT "THOSE 
GRUBBY, DIRTY OLD MEN IN RU’s 
CORRIDORS? 

A. ALL FASULTY MEMBERS ON RU'S 
TEACHING STAFF ARE GUARANTEED 
TO BE HARMLESS AT ALL TIMES. 













Q SIT TRVE THAT THERE ARE MoRE NITE 

STUDENTS TWAN DAY STupENTS AT RV? 
A. VAMPIRISM HAS INCREASED. 
Q, WHAT IS THE AVERAGE STUDENT? 
A. IN DEBT. 









@ ARE THERE SPORTS AT RU? 

A. XES, BUT UNFORTUNATELY, THE 

BEST ONES ARE Not SANCTIONED! 
= 












Q. WHERE CAN | FIND 
BULCETING OF STUDENT! 
actiwmes AT RUZ 









acd 
A. CHECK THE ae FAL bask 
WASH ROOM WALL! a 


FoR. THE LATEST! 
Funkagraphix: 


Gyre 











Q WILL THERE BE ANOTHER TUITION RAISE SOON? 
A'S AIR LIGHTER THAN LEAD? 
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nmnus MONSTER MUSIC 


Sun Ra *...knows everything’ 




























bums can be found anywhere but 
By Pedro Bell in the hippest disk shops, as 
Every music category has distribution in this country has 
some artist or group that has remained marginal, What the jazz. 
developed a style far ahead of troupe lacks In record sales, it 
the rest, Most jazz enthusiasts makes up, with total visual im- 
will agree that the freeaform pact during concert tours. 
creativity of Miles Davis, ts a ‘AS many of today’s popular 
forwueasst example of ultrae rock groups now employ some= 
progressive jazz «however, times intricate special effects 
there 1s one who appears to have (see, Alice Cooper, Pink Floyd) 
‘transcended that level for some during shows, Sun Ra and his 
years, "The artist is Sun Ra, band had perfected the union 
Despite a complete lack of of motion, Lighting, and music, 
ceitical acclaim, Uttle popularity years ago, The Sun Ra Arkese 
and meager recognition, Sun Ra tra travels with a complete are 
and his (renamed) Intergalactic ray of percussionists, dancers, 
ResearchArkestrahaveree stereo sound and lighting effects, 
corded over 30 albumsintheU,S, and even a fireseater! All band 
and Europe, But few of these al- members appear onstage with 


[now _1 


A MEW PAASTERPIECE 
FROM BERMARDO BERTOLUCCI 


{Duvetor, "The Last Tango 36 Paris") 


“The Spider's Stratagem’.... Bertolucci's best film!" 
“Vince Canby. The New Yor Times 


(Dracaa by Berardo Bertotcot Baad on 8 sory by Jorge List Borges 
Wer Gio Brogi arc Alcs Vln color A Mawr York Farris Pk 
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ee #Daxaling! A Glen of seonning impact! 
‘Que of thove rare Glens dae can be seen over and over!" 
Hora Mein B09, AR Dare 


2 ¥ INFORMATION 


ORTION GUIDANCE 
fi ben be.arranged within 24 
Nornd.the same day you leave! 








* 24 Hour Mailorders 
> * Quality Research 

# Never the sime poper twice 
o£ Lowest 
# ‘Results’ Guaranteed 










CRIPTIVE CATALOGUE 
eee neta 2 15343-3412 
OR WRITE 
PAPER RESEARCH INC 
Boy, 252 


Warrington, Ps. 18976 








various _elaborately=designed 
costumes, suggestive of Egyptian 
ancestry, 

‘The music of Sun Rais a unte 
fied combination of what Amiri 
(Leroi Jones) Baraka termed 
‘classical contemporary black 
music of ancient black tradition? 
and an extrasterrestial perspece 
tive of cosmic awareness, It was 
Sun Ra, who explored the intere 
galactie feedback beyond the 
scope of this planetespreceding 
the cosmic musical ventures of 
Coltrane, Hendrix, Pink Floyd, 
Davis and Funkadelic, Sun Ra 
himself claims to be a reine 
Carnated inhabitant from Saturn, 
and consequently, a member of 
homo superiorus, ‘the angelic 
race? This interpretation of 
selfeawareness has caused more 
than a few critics to term Ra's 
attitude egomanical, His music 
has also drawn criticism 
(though less in recent years, 
as many present musicians are 
exploring the same musical pere 
spective) that it was ‘une 
coordinated and ‘unstructured 


La 








DAYS LEFT IN THE 
NIXON ADMINISTRATION 


ys 


Esp-Disk records are found ont) 
ot the hippest stores! 4 

Write for 0 complete catalog, 
Esp-Disk’; 
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chords? Ra says his music cane 
not be analyzed from an ordinary 
perspective, because it is prine 
cipally created on the network of 
‘multiplicity of melodies’ and 
the unification of the African 
system of multiple percussion 
rhythms combined with harmonic 
patterns from brass, woodwinds, 
and electronic instruments, At 
present, Ra's music seems less 
progressive, Other jazz mue 
Sictans have jumped of the bande 
wagon with similar styles, but 
the fact remains that Ra was 
lighteyears ahead of them all, 


FOR EXAMPLE, three albums 
by ESPeDisk Records (The Hew 
Locentric Worlds of Sun Ra see 
ries) were produced between 1964 
and 1967, and yet, are musicale 
ly as relevant as today’ s progrese 
sive jazz trends, The ‘new’ ten= 
theplanet music of Miles Davis, 
the Ieam=noteofethiseworld soul 
of Funkadelic, the electronic 
harshness of Pink Floyd and 
Hawkwind, and the spaceewarrior 
musietanship of Jim! Hendrixes 
all seem outdated by Sun Ra's 
extrasterrestial mysticism. 
Long before LSD, acid rock, 
moogs, space travel and wah 
pedals, Ra and his Arkestradealt 
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with space odysseys entitled: 
jebulae,’ ‘Other Nothingness’ 

Theme of the Stargazers,? 

Stop Mars’ and «Cosmic Chaos,” 

This outerespace concept ape 

proach to Jazz was investigated 

by Sun Ra as far back as the 

mid 1950's, 

Despite his unorthodox pers 

spective, Sun Ra has been a ta~ 


lented musician on terrestial 
planess previous experience ine 
cluded playing with Fletcher Hen= 
derson, Coleman Hawkins, and 
Stuff Stmithe.as well as being a 
former music instructor at the 
University of California, Howe 
ever, one of his last US, ree 
leased disks, exhibits no tene 
dency to regress to conventional 
music, Recorded live at two jazz 
festivals in Belgium and Ber= 
Ln, in 1970, Res ‘Is After 
The End of ‘The World 1s file 
led with ‘spacefrican’ projects 
that ricochet between the A(rie 
can continent and erfie harmone 
{es from a mysterious void, But, 
Sun Ra and his Intergalactic Ree 
search Arkestra are perfectly 
at home from either perspective, 

Sun Ra says, ‘ cover all the 
vibrations in the Universe and 
Pm not just a musician, Pm a 
musician who was taught by the 
Creator of the Universe! know 
everythingead” 
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ESP-DISK’ 
Baa RECORDS. 
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12 TORCH, February 5, 1973 





JOIN THE BEAUTIFUL 
PEOPLE AT ‘TORCH’ 














RUY STUDENT Newspaper 


YFUNKAGRAPHIX: > 
¥i Bruse & Pedro Bel 
§ 





ARE YOU INTERESTED IN 


Photography? Production? 
Reporting? Graphics? 





TORCH BELONGS TO THE ENTIRE UNIVERSITY. IF IT’S A GOOD 
NEWSPAPER IT’S BECAUSE YOU HELPED TO MAKE IT SO. NO PRE- 
VIOUS JOURNALISM EXPERIENCE IS NECESSARY. DROP BY ON A 
STAFF MEETING MONDAYS AT 12:30 OR COME IN ANYTIME AND 
LEAVE YOUR NAME. OFFICE LOCATED IN ROOM 264. OPEN DAILY 
MONDAY TO FRIDAY. TEL. 341-3667. 
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THE FINAL CURTAIN 


Gentleman John Battles is a great fan of all and a good friend to many of the legends of 
Rock & Roll. Here he pays final respects to some of his favorite artists who have 





recently Made the transition from mortal to immortal 


ROGER JOHNSTON - The saga of the monks, of course, is a truly 
fascinating one, and, I hasten to add, one that is far from over. Still, the 
greatest tragedy that can befall any lifelong friend is to have to stand and 
watch another go first. Even with the knowledge that they are going on 
to greater things. The monks are that rare sort of brotherhood, with a 
camaraderie seldom seen even in younger bands. Roger Johnston, the 
man behind the iberbeat, did make it to the monks' first reunion gig in 
1999, which Jake and myself were fortunate enough to witness, and, 
though I only met him briefly, I found him to be, much like the others, 
just a regular guy...a "regular guy" who provided the big, sick, wicked, 
twisted, beautiful and terrifying drum sound for the American born, but 
German bred, Beat group that proved to be the logical extension of the 
Dada and Expressionist movements of some 40 years earlier (though it's 
taken nearly 40 years for the world to cop to their greatness). Like the 
soldiers that they already were, the monks rose to battle when a return to 
duty was in order, All of them, Johnston included, heeded that call and 
erupted in a heavenly, hellish barrage of black monk sound. Offers, 
naturally, began to pour in for repeat performances, but the band chose 
to leave the option open for the time being. While plans were being laid 
out for an encore performance, five years later, Johnston's health had 
begun to deteriorate. Diagnosed with lung cancer, Roger was forced into 
convalescence, eventually losing a lung (which, as hard as it may seem 
to believe, isn’t always the end. Keith Relf of The Yardbirds' was only 
possessed of one lung, Charlie Feathers still performed and recorded 
after losing a lung, and Link Wray, now in his mid-70s, rocks on, 
unrepentant, fifty tears after losing a lung). While all of them (and all of 
us) wished Roger a speedy recovery, his brothers in the monks had to 
know that it could have gone either way. At any rate, it was mutually 
decided that the monks would accept gig offers for festivals in Las 
Vegas and Barcelona, Spain. Roger gave the others his blessing, and the 
shows went on as scheduled. Once more, I was fortunate enough to see 
the monks' second reunion gig in Las Vegas. I talked to the others about 
it, and we all agreed that Roger would be there with them, in spirit 
(Roger was still living at the time), fighting with them on the front line, 
and that's exactly how it went down. The show was an unparalleled 
triumph, despite some soundboard S.N.A.F.U.'s. Sadly, by the time the 
monks hit Barcelona, Roger was only with them in spirit. The guys, 















understandably, were taking it hard, though, I'm told, they still put on an 
incredible show, a testament to Roger's memory and the power of the 
monks! music, and, especially, their friendship. Whether the monks ever 
perform live or not aAnd it's my sincere hope that they will, though it's 
not for us to decide their next move. The monks' fans will always love 
them, regardless of what time has in store for them), they will always be 
bound together as assuredly as the signature noose-ties they all wear on 
stage. I think I can safely say that I speak for Jake and myself when I say 
that it's been our honor to know the members of the monks as friends, 
and, while it's each of their unique personalities that makes them what 
they are (though I still have to stress, the monks are not "Rock stars,” 
but "regular guys"), we all share in their loss. What Roger brought to the 
monks, and to Rock'n ' Roll, no one can take away. 

JOHN DREW BARRYMORE - Chances are, if you know the late 
John Drew Barrymore at all, it's via his father, John Barrymore, Sr.. 
Known affectionately as "the Profile,” he was a massive star in the 
silent, and, early sound, film eras. Though he was revered for playing 
romantic leads, he wasn’t above starring in one of the first cinematic 
adaptations of "Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde." The younger Barrymore, 
himself, is probably better known today as the father of Drew 
Barrymore, If John Drew's name came up at all while his daughter 
climbed (and, for a while, fell off) the ladder of success, it would 
invariably be in reference to what a lousy father he was, and how he 
took a very small part in young Drew's life. Drew, of course, got 
involved with alcohol and drugs at a very early age, echoing the 
behavior patterns of her father, grandfather, and other members of what 
was once Hollywood's Royal Family. While her career recovered, her 
father's didn’t even pass “Go.” Making his start in Westerns (which his 
rugged good looks and "tough guy" persona lent themselves to), John 
Drew never managed to tap into the Barrymore mystique. The reason 
John Drew Barrymore is of importance to Roctober, however, is that if 
they were to ever give out an award for "Best Supporting Actor in a 
Rock n’ Roll Movie,” Barrymore would walk away with the prize for his 
performance as J.1, the jive-talkin', dope-peddli outhern-fried bad 











in "High School Confidential." Though frequently intimidating in thi 
role as gang leader and top seller in the local dope trade, Barrymore was 
often hilarious, too. His "recital" about the REAL story of Christopher 
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Columbus is arguably the apex of hipster dialogue in any 50s J.D./Teen 
Exploitation movie, a rewriting of history worthy of Lord Buckley: " 
Now, you all dug that SQUARE bit she was puttin' down about 
Christopher Columbus, our "Founder"! Columbus...Why, man, he was 
the hippest!! Now, one swingin' day while Columbus was sittin’ at the 
beach, GOOFIN', he dug that the world was ROUND, and, with that 
crazy idea stashed in his lid, he made it down to the royal pad to cut up a 
few touches with Queen Isabella...who was a swinger! They all took a 
long look at him and said, "Christy! What's this jazz you puttin' down 
about this planet bein' round?! Everybody HIP that it's SQUARE!” 
"The only thing square about this world are the cats what LIVE in it!!" 
Barrymore manages to stand out among such distinguished company as 
Russ Tamblyn, Jackie Coogan, Jerry Lee Lewis, Mamie Van Doren 
(who, of course, "Stood out" more than anybody), and even fellow sons 
of silent era greats, Charles Chaplin and Harold Lloyd, Jr. Still, it wasn’t 
enough to carry him out of the "B" picture grind. By the mid-sixties, he 
wasn’t considered a good risk to the studios, as the drug scene he'd 
practically parodied in "Confidential" was becoming, more and more, 
his reality (People magazine even ran an item in the early 70s saying 
that he'd been hanging out, and dropping acid, with David Carradine, 
also the son of an established Hollywood veteran, John Carradine, who 
worked steadily from the late 30s to the time of his death, but remains 
underappreciated to this day), Barrymore's co-star in High School 
Confidential, the vastly underrated Russ Tamblyn, also dropped off the 
radar in the 70s, in a haze of unconfirmed allegations of drug use, 
though Barrymore's own descent into drugs and alcohol played a greater 
part in his being blacklisted in Hollywood. Tamblyn vehemently denies 
that drugs played a part in his long sabbatical, which was only broken by 
an outstanding, recurring performance on Twin Peaks. Barrymore was 
largely forgotten; anyway, even as his daughter would later prove to 
possess the "Barrymore magic" that had eluded her father and namesake, 
he would only be mentioned in passing, at best. In the few recent photos 
that surfaced in conjunction with his daughter's rise to stardom, 
Barrymore proved unrecognizable. He looked more like the elderly 
wizard character he'd portrayed in War of The Zombies than the brutally 
handsome character actor who'd been briefly in demand in the 50s, 
arguably, moreso for his famous name than for his acting ability. 
Perhaps it was inevitable that the Barrymore gene would skip a 
generation, but John Drew Barrymore does not deserve to go forgotten. 
Many so-called "B" films should have got an “A+,” anyway, and High 
School Confidential certainly rates as one such movie, thanks, in no 
small part, to Barrymore's performance. "Why, man, he was the 
hippest!" 

LES SAMPSON - Sampson fronted the British Rock group, Mud, off 
and on, for over three decades. Mud didn’t even rate a correct answer in 
a game of Trivial Pursuit in the states, but were hugely popular in 


Note: LES GRAY 
PID NOT ORIGINATE THE “saTURDAY NIGHT Fevee” 
Look. THAT WovLpd Be BRYAN FERRY. pe 





England during the glory days of Glam Rock. Under the tutelage of 
legendary whiz kid producer/songwriters, Chinn and Chapman, who also 
stuck gold in The U.K. with Suzi Quatro and The Sweet (actually, 
"Little Willy" and "Ballroom Blitz,” both pennned by Chinn and 
Chapman, were U.S. hits for The Sweet, though they fared much better 
in Europe. Suzi Quatro never had a hit in her native U.S, unless you 
want to count "Stumblin' In,” but, let's not and say we did), Mud became 
an enormously popular singles act and live concert draw with hits like 
"Dynamite" and "Tiger Feet". It's interesting to note that, much like 
Quatro and Sweet, Mud had been searching for that elusive hit since the 
late 60s, and found in their association with Chinnichap (their unofficial 
business name) a chance to grab the brass ring, AND make some 
infectious sounds that still hold up well today. "Tiger Feet,” perhaps 
their best-known number on both sides of The Atlantic, sums up the era 
just as well as "Ballroom Blitz" or "20th Century Boy." It's a rocker, 
with a great fuzztone guitar line, a "Shake Your Moneymaker" styled 
rhythm, a mind-numbingly simple chorus-chant you can't get out of your 
head, plus a proto-Ramones drumbeat that'll take you back to the days 
when people still danced to Rock n’Roll records. If you ever have the 
chance to see the Glam Rock 2 video (which, unlike it's predecessor, 
wasn’t released in the states), Mud turns in an over the top performance 
of the song. Flanked by a chorus of dancing guys (yeah, guys) doing an 
unbelievably homoerotic rendition of the "Yobbo Dance" (which is 
difficult to describe in print, but, check out the movie, Tommy, the two 
biker gangs are doing it during the "I'm Free" segment), with Sampson 
in the middle, looking like he's having a ball. Mind you, he doesn’t 
come off as gay a-tall, nor even particularly flamboyant, just a regular 
bloke, having a good time turning convention on it's ear, He did that in 
more ways than one, by defying the "Logan's Run" law by being, along 
with Alvin Stardust and Gary Glitter, a British Pop Star pushing 30. 
Sampson and Glitter also shared that "I'm more or less a regular guy, 
but, I might as well have some fun with this" vibe that was prevalent in 
that era (by the way, lay off Gary Glitter, already. He's been more than 
sufficiently humiliated). Sampson made it as a Rock Star BECAUSE he 
didn’t come on as one. He looked more like the guy that might be sitting 
beside you in the pub, While no pretty boy, he was good looking 
enough, with a long, mischievous face that resembled a cartoon lion, sort 
of a Linus The Lionhearted to Keith Evans of The Downliners' Sect's 
Snagglepus. Speaking of great cats, "Tiger Feet" is a Glam Rock classic, 
spawning cover versions by artists as diverse as Jump Blues revivalists, 
The Big Six and New Wave of British Heavy Metal fave femmes, 
Girlschool (though the song seemed tailor made for Fuzzbox). I even 
sang it recently myself at a Karaoke night in Dallas (and did it once in 
my own act, for all, I mean both, of you John Battles trainspotters). 
Eventually, like so many other groups (even The Equals!), Mud was 
coerced into doing an all 50s Rock n’ Roll covers LP. However, they 
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actually had a big hit with their version of Buddy Holly's "Oh, Boy!,” 
but, when the hits stopped, Sampson eventually resurfaced, doing 
Cabaret, with a new version of Mud (which can be seen in the Heroes 
and Villains concert video, along with The Troggs, Equals, Mungo 
Jerry, etc. It, too, wasn’t released stateside, but, with the advent of 
DVDs, who knows?). The last I'd heard of Les, he'd played at a Glam 
Rock revival festival (perhaps the first of it's kind) a few years back, 
though Psychotronic magazine notes that he eventually had a voice box 
inserted, due to Throat Cancer, so it may have been one of his last 
performances...on this plane, anyway. Residents in Heaven are probably 
complaining about the loud, raucous parties accompanying Sampson's 
arrival, while others are, no doubt, waving their football scarves 
emblazoned with the "Mud" logo, doing the yobbo dance, and screaming 
the mantra, "That's right! That's right! That's right! That's right! I really 
love your tiger light! And, That's neat! That's neat! That's neat! That's 
neat! I really love your tiger feet! YOUR TIGER FEET!" Take a bow, 
Les. 

DON CONKA - Don Conka, the original (unrecorded) drummer for 
Love, passed away recently, though it had been widely believed that he 
had died many years ago. Conka, along with future Standell, John Fleck 
(nee Fleckenstein), played in the embryonic version of Love, but his 
heroin habit necessitated an early departure. This was in 1965, when the 
L.A. drug culture was barely in its inception, and smack wasn’t yet as 
prevalent as it would (unfortunately) later become. "Signed, D.C.," the 
haunting ballad that would go on to become one of Love's most 
enduring classics, was interpreted by fans as Arthur Lee's epitaph for 
Conka. Though "Signed, D.C." was one of the first Rock songs to lay 
bare the horrors of drug addiction, other members of the group would 
later develop heroin habits, as well. Conka fell off the radar, and the few 
who even knew that he was the "D.C." in "Signed, D.C." assumed he'd 
long since succumbed to a fatal overdose as suggested in the song (it 
bears mentioning that Conka is also namechecked, as part of a lesser 
drug reference, in the outstanding "You I'll be Following,” also from 
Love's debut LP). Amazingly enough, Conka resurfaced in the early 90s 
as the drummer in one of several revamped Love lineups, with latter day 
cult hero, Shuggie Otis, on lead guitar. This lineup would prove to be 
short-lived, and while Arthur Lee is still enjoying a successful run on the 
concert circuit backed by Baby Lemonade (plus the barely publicized 
recent return of original Love guitarist, John Echols, who's in terrific 
form, by the way), Don Conka faded from view once more, recently 
becoming the third former member of earliest lineups of Love to die in 
the past few years. His contributions go undocumented, but he cast a 
long shadow just the same. 

CORDELL JACKSON - Most of you know that Cordell was a great 
friend to all of us at Roctober. She often told me that her "Roctober Hall 
of Greatness Award" was her favorite among the many awards and 
citations she'd received over the years. Cordell was the first female 
engineer, and the first woman to own a recording studio, as well as one 
of the very first female rockers. Cordell did it all; writing, recording, 
producing, and playing a mean guitar, and she did it before most people 
even knew that women could get involved in the recording industry. In 
the 50s, the legendary Moon Records, which she ran from her home base 
in Memphis, released classic, though now impossibly rare, Rockabilly 
sides that have been compiled on the excellent 1950s Rock on The Moon 
LP/CD (a second volume was planned, but has yet to surface). In later 
years, not much was heard from her, that is, until Tav Falco's Panther 
Burns began featuring her, and their mutual friend, Charlie Feathers, at 
their gigs from time to time. Later, still, Cordell hit the mainstream, 
appearing with Brian Setzer (and playing rings around him on the 
guitar!) in a celebrated TV commercial for Miller Beer. She began to 
tour the U.S. sporadically, treating audiences to her raw, unhinged guitar 
stylings and down home humor. Cordell played solely frantic 
instrumentals at the time, but, when she returned to Chicago to record a 
live CD for Bughouse Records, she decided, somewhat hesitatingly, to 
incorporate some original vocal numbers on this auspicious occasion. 
Before the show, Cordell told me that, although she had recorded vocal 
numbers in the past, she had never sang on stage, and wasn’t sure she 
could pull it off. Of course, I had no doubts, and, if I daresay it, I'm 
usually not wrong about these things. She sounded like she was singing 
when she was just talking! The vocal numbers came off beautifully, as 
you'll see when you listen to the resulting CD, "Live in Chicago,” but 
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the old instrumental fire remained intact. It was around this time that I 
got to know Cordell, and was later invited to visit her at her house, 
which, as Bughouse label prez, Kenn Goodman, aptly described it, was 
indeed a museum. It was quite an experience, to say the least. Cordell's 
efforts were never given the type of praise that Sun or Stax Records, or 
even other small local labels, received, but, her impact on the music of 
Memphis, and the world, is indisputable. She is truly the Mother of 
"D.L.Y". In a generation (or two, I'm afraid) that looked down on women 
running their own businesses and entering a field then exclusively run 
by men, Cordell fired away with all eight cylinders, and never looked 
back. She was proud, and, when she had to be, she was most emphatic. 
She knew what her best move was, be it on a business or a creative 
level, and she always acted upon it. She was a lovely person. I've never 
known anyone quite like her. Though other people that I know were no 
doubt more closely associated with her, I was honored to know her as a 
friend. She gave me, and Roctober, a great deal of encouragement. If 
you've ever heard the little spoken tribute she gave me at the end of my 
own (surreptitiously devised) tribute CD, you'll understand that while 
the things she said made me want to blush at the time, now, they just 
make me want to cry. Cordell believed in me, as I believed in her, It's 
fair to say she'd been met with more hurdles than I probably ever will, 
but she wasn’t ever one to belittle me, or anyone who was trying, for 
that.matter. While she often resembled an old time School marm, there 
was, truly, much to learn from Cordell Jackson, about believing in 
yourself and your music. I'm sorry that I'll never speak to her again, and, 
though she did live to be a Rocktegenarian, one could bemoan the fact 
that her career was just starting to peak later in life, or just look at her 
great achievements as a stepping stone to something much greater, 
something we can't see, but that we can feel, is taking place right now. 
Affectionately called "The Grandmother of Rock n’ Roll,” all of us at 
Roctober loved her like the Grandma we never had, BUT, we never 
thought of her as “old,” and we all got to see her keep rockin' well past 
"retirement age". Cordell was a great inspiration on my life, just as my 
real Grandmothers were, though neither could claim to have been as 
heavily steeped in the sanctified soil of Rockn’Roll (One of them was a 
big Janis Joplin fan, tho'). And, sadly, just like a Grandmother who 
might ask you to call more often, it had dawned on me that I really owed 
Cordell a phone call. The next day, I got the word that she wouldn't be 
taking our calls any more. But, you can still think a good thought for 
her, and tell her our loss is the next world's gain. If you knew Cordell, 
even as a fan, you're sure to remember her as a determined, multitalented 
individual, one who truly laid down the groundwork for women in Rock 
n’ Roll to follow, though rockers of my own gender can learn just as 
much through her example. We all owe her a debt, and we should all be 
humbled that she did all this, in the face of adversities today's artists 
couldn’t even fathom (not even the ones who complain the most!). 
Cordell was a friend and a mentor, and just an amazing person. We all 
love her, and we will not forget her. This just in from the spirit world: 
Cordell was seen giving guitar lessons to an old man with a long, grey 
beard. Understandably, her new student had difficulty keeping up with 
Cordell, who was heard to say, "Oh, that's God. He's pretty 
good....NOT!!!!" 

JAK AIRPORT - It's no secret that whenever the exceptional U.K. 
Punk/D.LY. outfit, X-Ray Spex, is brought up in conversation, the talk 
turns inevitably to lead singer, Poly Styrene's, with her dress sense, that 
was at once "Punk" because it was truly her own, yet not perceived as 
“Punk" because she didn’t follow the herd, and, of course, her uncanny 
ability to use her voice as an instrument (in a manner comparable to 
Little Richard, and to a lesser extent, Yoko Ono), and blast away with a 
fury unmatched by her mostly male peers. She may have out-screamed 
the lot of ‘em, but she always "screamed" IN TUNE. From there, the 
unique saxophone skronk of Lora Logic, and, later, Rudi Thompson 
(whose playing might have been more refined than his predecessor's, 
but, he still maintained that he'd only been playing the sax a month or 
two prior to joining the band) would dominate, and, inevitably, end, the 
conversation. Still, the recently deceased Spex guitarist, Jak Airport, 
deserves much better than this. Yeah, I could use a lot of cliches like 
"Raw,” "Savage" and "Metallic,” but, it bears mentioning, that by the 
time the band recorded their celebrated debut, Airport (and the rest of 
the group) had his thing so down pat, it couldn’t fail. His exciting, far- 
reaching (for the day) guitar stylings were the perfect foil for Styrene's 





amazing lyrical imagery (though still in her teens at the time, she was 
arguably the finest lyricist 70s Punk ever produced). The band split up 
shortly after the release of their lone LP, 1978's "Germ Free 
Adolescents,” yet a revamped X-Ray Spex (sans Airport) finally 
released a follow-up in 1995, "Conscious Consumer,” which, while 
quite good, would have benefited greatly from Airport's participation. 
X-Ray Spex were also slated to headline the first "Holidays in The Sun" 
Punk festival in the summer of '96, though reports had made their way 
back to the states that the group had already been playing again by the 
early '90s. Knox, of the still-active Vibrators, commented that the band 
sounded good and that Poly was in great voice. The group's agent 
actually convinced remaining original members, Lora Logic and bassist, 
Paul Dean, that they could hack it without Poly (who had been out of 
commission for a while, having been hit by a firetruck, but recovered in 
time for the festival), and he actually told her that she could not rejoin 
her own band unless she signed an exclusive management contract. The 
show went on, anyway (The ad hoc lineup now referred to as "ex-Ray 
Spex"- get it?), with an admittedly very attractive young shopping bag 
punkette (who wasn’t possessed of an iota of Styrene's vocal strength) at 
the mic. Poly Styrene had the last laugh, however, making an 
unannounced appearance at the same festival, ostensibly to introduce 
The Buzzcocks, but mostly to call out the people who'd made it 
impossible for her to give the fans a proper X-Ray Spex show. Where 
Jak was in and amongst all this, I couldn’t say. He apparently dropped 
out of music after leaving a very early Classix Nouveaux lineup. In the 
meantime, the legal hassles may well have been sorted out, but, X-Ray 
Spex shows no sign of returning, but, they, and Airport himself, remain 
vastly influential. "It's dark and eerie and it's getting late, come on, kids, 
don't hesitate, we're going down to the underground!"-"Let's Submerge,” 
Poly Styrene. 

TERRY KNIGHT - Much has been said of Terry Knight's rocky (no 
pun intended) relationship with Grand Funk Railroad, the 70s 
Supergroup that Knight practically built from the ground up, turned into 
mega-superstars (it's difficult, today, to fathom just how huge they 
actually were), and, at the height of their fame, found himself (not 
surprisingly) being served his walking papers in the midst of an ugly 
legal battle over the rights to the band's name and various earnings from 
concerts and record sales (the band wanted out of their contract with 
Knight immediately, though, legally, they could have walked in a very 
short time, when the original contract would have expired, anyway). 
What isn’t said too often was that Knight, arguably the Andrew Loog 
Oldham of his time, and a millionaire before the age of 30, came from 
relatively humble beginnings. His own band, the Detroit-based Terry 
Knight and The Pack, scored several regional hits, but never really broke 
nationally, though not for lack of trying. While, by and large, the group 
was influenced by The Stones and The Yardbirds (the hot Garage- 
Punker, "Numbers,” is one of the greatest "Shapes op Things" cops that 
wasn’t performed by The Misunderstood), Knight was by no means as 
uncomfortable sounding as Mitch Ryder with a Deep Soul-flavored 
ballad. The Pack's take on the Ben EB. King/Tom Jones classic, "I (Who 
Have Nothing)" could have charted nationally, but instead secured their 
place as big fish in a small pond. After two LPs and several singles, 
Knight bowed out, leaving bandmates, Mark Farner and Don Brewer, to 
carry on, for a short time, as just "The Pack" or "The Fabulous Pack" 
(this lineup did some good sides, as well). Of course, Farner and Brewer 
soon decided to get in on the Hard Rock action, in wake of the emerging 
Grande Ballroom scene that spawned The MCS, The Stooges, SRC, The 
Amboy Dukes, Funkadelic and many others. Bringing in bassist, Mel 
Schacher, who'd done a stint with Question Mark and The Mysterians 
(though Mysterians' guitarist, Bobby Balderrama, once told me there 
was only one white guy in the 60s who was ever officially a member of 
the group, and Schacher wasn’t that guy). Under Knight's tutelage, GFR 
became a force to be reckoned with, famously selling out Shea Stadium 
faster than The Beatles had. After the infamous showdown with Knight, 
Grand Funk (as they were then called) got back most of what they felt 
was theirs, though Knight continued to receive royalty checks. By the 
time the band had fallen out of favor, and Knight's checks subsequently 
dwindled, the man virtually vanished off the face of the earth. In 1999 
(by which time, the classic Grand Funk lineup had reformed, a better 
timed move, for sure, than a similar attempt in the Early 80s with only 
two original members), Knight consented to be interviewed for VHI's 





"Behind The Music". In retrospect, he probably wished he hadn’t 
bothered. Greedy neighbors (who'd seldom considered him, previously) 
circled in on Terry, bringing charges against him that are so disgusting 
and so farfetched, I won't even honor them by describing them in print. I 
will not go up to bat and say that Knight was an angel in my estimation 
(there's enough testimony to the contrary on that), but, what happened 
next, shouldn’t, and won't, happen to Sadaam Hussein. Knight had 
recently intervened in a squabble (which is Police talk for "A woman 
getting the shit beat out of her") between Knight's sixteen-year old 
daughter and her boyfriend (who was ten years her senior), and was 
stabbed repeatedly in the chest with a hunting knife for his efforts until 
he finally died. His daughter rushed to safety, and his killer was 
captured. Even those with whom Knight had become enemies, over 
things like money and ownership of titles, have to admit, when it came 
down to what really mattered most in this life, Terry Knight put his own 
life on the line for the life that he held the dearest, He went out not only 
a hero, but a martyr. Just as his name would imply, Knight fought for 
what was right, and willingly laid his life down, not for King and 
country, or even Rock n’ Roll, but for love. 

Lest we forget: Jimmy Smith, Tyrone Davis, Jim Capaldi, Hunter 
S.Thompson 

Best wishes and healing thoughts to all our friends: Soupy Sales, Forrest 
J. Ackerman (Wwo is scheduled to make a rare public appearance at the 
upcoming "Monster Bash.” If you should attend, please tell him what 
he's meant to you), Mick Green of The Pirates (and, more recently, 
Bryan Ferry's touring band, both of whom he's in the process of 
returning to the concert stage with. Give 'em Hell, Guvn'or!), Charlie 
Watts (whose condition is reportedly improving), Carlo Little (the man 
who famously bowed out of the Stones, giving Brian Jones a matchbook 
with Charlie Watts' phone number, so that he could return to Screaming 
Lord Sutch's full time employ. He's been seen more recently performing 
at The Eel Pie Club in Twickenham, surrounded by “Heavy Friends,” 
indeed, like The Downliners Sect, Mick Green, Mick Avory of the 
Kinks and others. Sadly, Little, was diagnosed with cancer shortly after 
the same was announced of Charlie Watts, his successor in The Stones) , 
Mike Smith (Dave Clark Five), George Carlin, Ray Price, and, while I 
don't wish Dick Clark sick (Honest!), Alan Freed will always be Mr. 
Rock n’Roll.(I wonder what he would have made of this silly lawsuit the 
R n’R Hall of Fame is threatening to slap on the website that now honors 
Mr. Freed and his brothers in the faith. I'm sure, like us, he'd say "Right 
on, Jewish Rock n’ Roll Hall of Fame!”), Ike Turner (Who reportedly 
has emphysema), and any others I may have missed, and/or that I'm not 
at liberty to divulge at this time. 

Some of you may already know this, but (Lord) David Sutch's 
Brother-in-Law has been recently implicated, and jailed, on strong 
evidence that he was Sutch's killer, meaning that Sutch is no longer 
believed to have died by his own hand. I don't believe the case has come 
to court yet, and, of course, no kind of ruling will bring the legendary 
performer back, but, it may bring some closure to his surviving family 
and many, many friends and fans. 

This has nothing to do with anything, but I'd like to wish the great Sam 
Butera a happy retirement. The only sad thing is that I never got to see 
him perform, but, if a Louis Prima and/or Sam Butera track fails to lift 
you out of any and all depression, I'll write you up in my next 
column...In the (VERY!) good news department, by the time you read 
this, Roky Erickson will have performed his first live gig in (roughly) 
ten years, as part of the SXSW conference in Austin (though I don't 
know if the event is/was officially part of SXSW). The Explosives, 
who've performed with Roky on many occasions, will be/were handling 
the backing band duties, and drummer Freddie Kre informs me that 
while the plan was to just have Roky do one song, Roky showed so 
much enthusiasm for this project that the set has been expanded to four 
songs. Everyone around him is saying that Roky is looking and feeling 
great, and while I knew he would return to the Stage again, I didn't 
expect it to happen so soon. I don't know when I was this glad to have 
been mistaken! Rock on, Roky. 

Note: I realize, contrary to what I'd mistakenly written in my previous 
column, that Cynthia Myers was, in fact, Russ Meyer's first wife, not his 
second. The woman I was referring to in the article was Edy Williams, 
Russ Meyer's second wife, and star of the movie, Beyond The Valley of 
The Dolls. 
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MASKED ROCK UPDATE 


Last issue's Kiitii article was taken from www.chachacharming.com, 
and written by Sheila Burgel. 


At the Las Vegas Rockaround last year the great Sky Saxon 
performed masked (see photo). More interesting was another 
amazing bit of identity blurring he did at the fest. In an event I 
couldn't make up, Sky, for a number of reasons, ended up walloping 
Kim Fowley, who sent the cops after the bad Seed. Like a cartoon or 
Stooges short, Sky then hid by running into the concert hall and 
jumping on stage to sing with the band (the A-Bones), successfully 
befuddling the coppers who didn't think to look where the other 
several hundred other people were looking! 





MIDGET ROCK UPDATE 


Folksinger Tom Russell's newest album, "Hotwalker" (on Hightone 
Records) is a concept album about 40's/50's-era California that is 
partially narrated by actor and circus midget Little Jack Horton. 


Motley Criie incorporate midgets into their new tour 
ROBOT ROCK UPDATE 
NEW AWESOME ROBOT ROCK BAND NAME: Robotnicka 


In a recent VHI special the great James Brown is seen admiring the 
awesome James Brown singing robot doll. 
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TV ROCK UPDATE 


A Roctober exclusive inside story of a rocker caught on reality TV: 
Rock Drummer’s Taxicab Confession 

By Mark O'Toole (drummer & lyricist with NY band Audio Fiction) 
I was an unwitting star of the series premiere of HBO's Emmy- award 
winning show ‘Taxicab Confessions: New York, New York: America 
Undercover.' When me and a friend hopped into one of the show’s 
rigged cabs on the way home from a party. We weren't aware that 
our conversations were being captured with hidden lipstick cameras 
and microphones until the ride was over. 

Being New York, there are always little vignettes or New York 
moments, where the most extraordinary things can happen. This story 
was just one of those moments. 

Tt was a hot August night in 2003. I was out on the town with a buddy 
looking for what the city has to offer on a Saturday night - good food, 
drink and women. We managed to find all three, well sort of. The 
food and drink came easily; the women were a different matter. 
We both hooked up with two girls we met earlier in the evening-and 
hit a house party. By 5am it was time to head home - alone. We 
hailed a cab on Ave D and 14" street in Manhattan at about 5.20am. I 
guess I should have noticed that the taxicab was just parked there and 
almost lit up like a street lamp. More clues were staring me in the 
face when the taxi driver was a hot blonde number sitting in a cab 
with no partition. Jesus! What was I thinking? In my own defense it 
was very late and I had more than a few libations sunk down my 
gullet at that point. My drummer’s intuition was kaput. 
The driver encouraged us to keep talking, prompted by the directors 
who were following in a van behind the cab. They could see and hear 
everything that was going on inside the car. We were taped for about 
forty minutes driving around Manhattan as the taxi driver kept 
making wrong turns to keep us in the cab. On the show this is edited 
down to about eight minutes. In the end it boiled down to three main 
stories I blabbered about. The 36DD Florida stripper we met on the 
blackout night in NYC, who according to my buddy “Is the most 
reserved stripper I ever met.” Then I talked about my ex girlfriend 
from three years ago in fawning terms, slobbering the words, “she 
was the best girlfriend that I ever had...she could have born my 
children” Ouch! My friend quickly added, “and she’s a great drinker 
too.” He is Irish after all. 
To top it all off, the mother of all slurs (no pun intended) I slagged 
off my mother, claiming She’s ruined all the relationships I ever 
brought home te Ireland (where I'm from originally). At least I got 
out the words “don’t get me wrong, I love my parents.” Admittedly I 
had a hard time explaining this show to my mother over the phone. 
We rescinded our released to HBO two days later. Then the director, 
Joe Gantz, spent about four weeks hounding me to reconsider. He 
swore our ride was hilarious. I didn’t really believe him. In the end, I 
signed. I thought if one ‘of The Goo Goo Dolls could be on the show 
then why not me? Sure it’s kind of embarrassing, but the piece is 
actually funny - even I laughed. When I compare my ride to some of 
the others on the episode, I come across as relatively normal. No 
blow jobs on my ride. Unfortunately. 

In hindsight, I’m thankful that HBO left out a lot of the stuff that 
came out of my mouth. To my dismay, they left out me talking about 
my band Audio Fiction. I told the driver I was in a rock band and we 
gigged around town. She liked that and thought it was cool, I guess 
when they have to edit things down to eight minutes something had 
to go, Then again me blathering on about my band for forty minutes 
might have bored the tits off her and the crew. The two topless 
karaoke girls from the show actually came down and saw us play at 
Arlene’s Grocery, NYC after the showed aired for the first time. 
They are even better looking in person and can sure belt out a tune! 
As part of my agreeing to be on the show, I negotiated with HBO to 
come down and film the band last year, which they did. As a result 
we have some excellent footage of us live at the famous Le Bar Bat, 
New York before it closed for good last year. My band’s website is 
www.audiofictionband.com 
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zZz “Sound of 2Zz" (Howler) Netherlandic electrosouldancepunkgarage that made my 
personal nether lands tingle. Note that I flipped the script by alphabetizing them opposite of 
their intentions. Or perhaps they were thin king two steps ahead and just tricked me into 
giving them this prime review spot. 


Abernethy “he teeny she” (joeabernathy.com, 4-1535 West 13” Ave. Vancouver, BC V6J 
2G5) If you want to lulled into ethereal sleep with lullabies about pretty knives, grape 
puddles, green gurus and smelly bones, all sung in a deep, clear voice full of lovely 
creepiness (or creepy loveliness) than replace your No-Doz with this disc. 


Above the Fire “in perspecyive” (Life Sentence POB 712182 Salt Lake City, UT 84171) 
This hardcore army regiment makes righteous marching music for you apeshit moshpit 
soldiers, I couldn't understand all the words, so | hope this war metaphor doesn’t offend them 
if their peaceniks or something, but that drummer is super martial. 


Acetate “The Band Makes Me Feel” (Sanctuary) Seventies-style power pop + sixties-vintage 
country pop + a funny Metallica vocal impersonation leading into a sweet song = 
Asskicktate! 


The Adolescents “The Complete Demos 1980-1986” (Frontier) | never liked this band, or 
O.C. popish punk in general, BUT the super raw lo-fi demos that kick off this CD are the best 
things | eve r heard by them, so if you're a fan you need this, 


Against All Authority/Common Rider split CD (Hopeless POB 7495 Van Nuys CA 91409) 
This is a pretty legit, excellent release, not just a filler EP. After a few years AAA returns 
with four tracks, most of which use pristine production to combine hardcore, street punk, and 
‘on the awesome “War Machine Breakdown" even some garage rock. Only one track has a 
Ska vibe, and it's the weakest of the four, with the subdued instrumentation being a bit 
incongruous with the singer's voice. Common Rider, featuring ex-Op Ivy Jesse Michaels, has 
a much better feel for balancing the sweet stuff with the rocking rock. Aspects of power pop, 
2nd (or is it 3) wave Ska, old time rock n roll, and all sorts of punk combine in songs that 
are basically just good music. This is a great showcase for two bands worth paying attention 
to. 


Alaska! “Rescue Through Tomahawk” (Altitude, altituderecords.com) With their second 
CD, this Los Angeles-based trio sounds sure handed, confident and utterly convinced each 
sound, each lyric is as it should be. They're right, “Rescue through Tomahawk" offers heavy 
guitar drone offset by surprising shifts into tightly arranged sections, Guitarist and singer 
Imaad Wasif, formerly of lowercase, cut his teeth playing California desert parties with the 
likes of Kyuss, That sort of heavy psychedelic sound anchors many songs here. Think the 
Screaming Trees without Mark Lannegan’s bourbon and gravel choked howl. But just as you 
think you have them pegged, alaska!'s swirling sound gives way to angular guitar stabs or a 
heavy riff that sounds like something off Black Sabbath’s first LP. This kind of confidence, 
fot to mention facility, was less surprising when I learned that gach of the three band 
members have put in years touring with the Red Aunts, Sebadoh and backing, up Elliot Smith, 
With nary a stinker in the bunch, these ten songs effortlessly update American rock. Their 
understated nature might make this easy to overlook, much like Tom Petty’s “Wildflowers” 
or Neil Young's “On the Beach.” My suggestion: Don’t overlook it. 


All Hours “InFlagranteDelicto” (Hybrid) All Out! All In! All Right! 


Aluminum Knot Eye “Trunk Lunker" (Dead Beat, dead-beat-records.com) Heavy caveman 
rock, if cavemen got to go to art school and study genius-ness. 


The American Astronaut DVD (BNS) To quote my own review of the film, when it was on 
the festival circuit a short while back, rock/art collective the Billy Nayer Show topped 
themselves with this hopefully nihilistic surreal sci-fi pseudo-musical, American Astronaut 
tells the tale of a Milky Way galaxy where each planet is a different, seedy neighborhoods. A 
cowboy/pirate/smuggler/private eye/UPS man/wheeler dealer of an astronaut gets involved in 
a mission of sorts, involving numerous bizarre characters, who mostly die and/or sing & 
dance. The beautiful, naughty black and white photography is a perfect showcase for some 
triumphant chiaroscuro lighting that ranges from clever to brilliant while avoiding pretension, 
The storyline is obtusely complicated, but plays out like with stark simplicity. Every 
performance is good, the songs are jarringly effective and the horror aspects are pretty scary. 
And of course, being masters of detail and excess, the DVD has tons of worthwhile extras. 
This is stellar! 


An Albatross “We Are The Lazer Viking" (Ace Fu POBox 552 NYC, NY 10009) An 
AlbatrASS KICKING! This is the soundtrack to Death Race 4000! 


anberlin “Never Take Friendship Personal" (Tooth and Nail 3522 W. Government Way 
Seattle WA 98199) Blandberlin 


Tara Angell “Come Down" (Ryko) What a voice...relaxed but urgent, she sounds 
enchanting enough to make you want to love her but just creepy enough to scare you away. 
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Antiseen “Badwill Ambassadors" (TKO 8941 Adanta Ave. #505 Huntington Beach, CA 
92646), “One Live Son of a Bitch and a Hell of a Lot More” (Stee! Cage Records POB 29247 
Philadelphia, PA 19125) The new Antiseen album is as bodyslamming and ugly as anything 
they've done in their decades of damage. The Cosmic Commander of Wrestling makes some 
cameos, and my favorite wrestler, Abdullah the Butcher, finally gets a song about him. And 
if that wasn't big enough, Steel Cage has released a triple disc set that re-releases a mid 90s 
live album, presents some unbelievable rare live selections from over the years and then 
delivers a DVD with some bloody concerts, a video and some other weirdness. The 20" was 
decent for them, but apparently, this is the century of Antiseen. 


Apothectary Hymns “Trowel & Era" (Locust POBox 220426 Chicago IL 60622) I've been 
feeling a little deprived of semi-ambient psyche folk with banjo sprinklings lately, And when 
I get that feeling | need Apothectual healing. 


AqPop “Beautifully Smart” (Happy Happy Birthday to Me) Ack! 


Aqui “The First trip Out” (Ace Fu) Apeshit progcore that is outer space meets pound-your- 
face. 


Are You Happy? comix (Monkey Mind Press, monkeymindpress.com) Earnest, strange 
Stories that balance the mysticism of Catholicism with the Catholic natures of mysticism, and 
mixes Dr. Strange with Buffy with the most honest, mundane, deceptively amateurish 
biographical comic. In other words, this is a genuinely strange comic. In a medium where 
every artist is a social misfit and a nerd it's almost impossible to have “outsider art,” but the 
legitimate weirdness of this almost qualifies. 


The A-Sides “Helloo, Hello" (Prison Jazz 431 Birch St. Scranton PA 18505) Should be 
called the C+-Sides, because these guys are just OK, 


AtikusLies (AtikusLies.com) Atikus rules! 


Barbary Coasters “The Barbary Stomp" b/w “Sticks & Stones” (Hillsdale 4200 Park Blvd 
#158 Oakland CA 94602) These frug-inducing beach party jams will make you invent dances 
that will win contests. 


Barney's Crew by Sean Carswell (Gorsky Press POB 42024 LA, CA 90042) This collection 
of short stories tells the tales of young men (and a few women) who are working class folks, 
clever enough to joke around with their buddies, or get out of big trouble, but not so smart as 
to have excruciating inner dialogues, or running metaphysical analysis of their situations, like 
too many New Yorker short story protagonists . These short tales go down easy and reveal a 
few funny truths, Not a masterpiece, but certainly a source of awesome toilet seat reading. 


Baseball Furies “Let It Be” (Big Neck POB 8144 Reston VA 20195) Not so much garage or 
punk or glam, this is just “rock,” like the Dolls at their cockiest and drunkest, Furiously good. 


Bassholes “Dead Canary Records presents..." (Dead Canary POB 10276 Columbus, OH 
43201), “Broke Chamber Music” (Secret Keeper) Don Howland’s blues trash minimalist, 
maximum-effect duo (with drummer Lamont Thomas) is back! The new album is strange, 
deranged, innocent and histtorical (they really do understand old, spare blues recordings). 
There are even some guest musicians filling in the sound here and there, and the recording is 
well done, even if the music remains spare and “lo-fi,” The Secret Keeper comp features lots 
of insane singles and rarities from the early 90s, including cover songs, studies in weirdness, 
twisted dance numbers, uncategorizable messes, live tracks, demos and unreleased goo. Any 
band that can sound like Jandek one second and the Gories the next is worth Joving. 


Bastro “Sing the Troubled Beast/Diablo Guapo” (Drag City) Post Squirrel Bait’s nerdy 
hardcore and pre-Gastr del Sol's art project music came Bastro, and this reissues 21 tracks of 
music that are exactly 50% in between the joyous dumbness of teen punk and the joyless 
preciousness of (so called) “post-rock.” Of course, by the mid 80s D.C. (where Dave Grubbs, 
Clark Johnson and John McEntire were dwelling during these days of yore) was the home of 
rigid, intellectualized post-hardcore, so this music was a perfect fit. | was not a giant Bastro 
fan (obviously) so I don’t have that much more to say, and re-listening to this is no 
revelation, but I do respect the packaging, releasing everything as one CD and not two, and 
presenting this in a very straightforward manner that wants the music to stand or fall alone 
(no voluminous thesis about the band’s importance, no portfolio of archival photos). 


Stiv Bators “L.A. Confidential” (Bomp! POB 7112 Burbank CA 91510) I never bought this 
album before, always having heard that “Disconnected” was the Bomp album to buy. Boy do 
I feel like a sucker. This reissue is fantastic, Presenting a cornucopia of rock absurdity and 
majesty with ragged Stiv holding court over a punky pop circus. Cover songs, would be hit 
singles and general silliness aboundsThe reissue features some great rarities and ulternative 
takes, and a Damned cover with Stiv improvising the lyrics, Best of all is Sid live in concert’ 
uleashing some pompous banter and then explaining that it was his Jim Morrison 
impersonation. We miss you, Stiv! 


BBQ “Tie Your Noose” (Bomp) There's some good one man bands out there, but as far as 
one man bands making totally functional party dance rock n roll, few can hold a candle to 
this former Sexereeno. His recent tour and album with former bandmate King Khan was 
sublime, but hearing him on his lonesome make stripped-down yet sublimely perfect 60s- 
inspired garage music is an extreme pleasure, This is my favorite record of 2005 so far, 


Bermuda Triangle Service “High Swan Dive” (bermudatriangleservice.com) | wish this CD 
had been lost at sea. 


Alan Bernhoft “Mrs Sippy Bone” (Jaxalon) Clever college radio rock with Blues roots and 
bedroom band sensibilities. Alan sometimes displays some real soulful singing, but more 
often moves from soulsville into some weird retro-60s pop fantasy that reminds me more of 





the fake band from the Tom Hanks One Hit Wonders movie than real 60s music, Which is 
good, | liked that movie. 


Bettie Serveert “attagirl" (Minty Fresh, mintyfresh.com) There are a few nice guitar sounds 
here and a few kicking beats there, but for the most part this is Light Rock that could be 
playing in a supermarket while you shopped. Though I understand that they have been active 
the whole time, I don’t think I've heard a record by this act in at least 6 or 7 years, and this 
pleasant but unremarkable record doesn't help their legacy in my ears. 


Big Pimp Jones “Dollar Major Neighborhood Player” (Akhenation Music 1025 Hamilton St. 
Phila PA 19123) This is so funk it approaches “fonk.” 


Scott H. Biram “The Dirty Old One Man Band” (Bloodshot) Biram is a one man band who 
plays a distorted vintage Gibson and amplifies his foot stomping (more prominent live than 
on record) and occasionally blows some sweet harmonica. While he sometimes gets the 
punk-madman-one-man-band-mess-sound associated with a number of contemporary solo 
performers that do the blues based 1MB thing, what makes Scott stand out is that he doesn't 
always, and he doesn’t have to, sound like a mess. While he can howl about “Raising Hell” 
like a raucous demon, when he sings with Bluegrass influence, or wants to sound pretty, or 
wants to just present himself as someone who can have presence that surpasses one single 
dude, he can do all that without hiding in a cloud of chaos. This is a powerful performer with 
genuine talent that goes beyond the spirit and drive needed to get up and do this alone. This 
release features a few wild live tracks as well as impressive, non-overdubbed studio material. 


Black Cobra (blackcobra.net) This heavy stoner dirge emerges from a haze of genuine evil 
and casts a genuine rawk hoodoo spell, 


The Black Jets “Right On Sound” (Dead Beat) This is so fucking ROCK I think prolonged 
listening will qualify you as a licensed geologist. For fans of Johnny Thunders, 
theQuadrajets and being drunk. 








Black Leotard Front “Casual Friday” (DFA, dfarecords.com) This is such a freaking mid- 
80s party dance music groove that it had me bouncing and wearing Member's Only. The 
vocals might bounce between decadent creep and naughty cheerleader, but the music is pure 
pre-HiNRG dance fun. 


The Blue Van “The Art of Rolling” (TVT, 23 E. 4” St. NYC 10003, TVTrecords.com) This 
Danish psyche band makes grand organ-fueled pop that's not so much nostalgic for the 
sixties or in denial about the last three and a half decade s of music, but more in touch with a 
grand sense of timeless rock that doesn't feel retro yet wouldn't offend Ugly Things readers. 
Van-tastic! 


Bob Dylan World Tours 1966-1974 DVD (bobdylan66-74.com) This should be super-awful, 
but it's so bad it’s fascinating. A charmless, seemingly talentless professional Bob Dylan 
impersonator makes a ham-fisted documentary in which he visits Dylan's best photographer 
and looks at thousands of cool pictures. The photos are fantastic, and as a book of pix this 
would be amazing. As a movie, where the mighty images are accompanied by the faux 
Dylan’s un-insightful interview, it’s embarrassing, but you can't look away. Barry Feinstein, 
the photographer, is a genuine talent and seems like a great guy, but his brightly lit interview 
looks bad and the movie is a mess. But you'll love it. 


Brahman “a forlorn hope” (Revelation) Uber-anthemic punk declarations that will inspire 
you to do whatever he's saying, except he's saying it in Japanese, so your on your own. 


The Braves “Love & Mercy” (Johanns Face POB 479164 Chicago IL 60647) Maybe you 
need to have integrity or a soul to appreciate this, but I can't begin to hear anything 
interesting here. 


“Brilliante Record Sampler” (www.brilliainte.tv) Not just a sampler of the, I'll say it, 
brilliant acts on the label (including the awesome M's, the sublime Superaquello and 
impressive Def Harmonic) but also a sampling of some of the best non-Brillainte groups in 
Chicago, including New Constitution, Plane and the Changes. Totally worth getting. 


Bucket Full of Teeth “1V" (level-plane) Not as sonically toothlike as much as aurally akin to 
the stringy bloodcicles that de-gummed choppers hang from after violence, hockey mishaps, 
or amateur dental work. 


Bughummer “The Getawaywith" (Lovitt) What a bad band name, no wonder they broke up 
in 1998. But what a decent band, making DC style start-stop rock with more flavor (and 
infinitely less whining) than the emo-lame-os that followed. I'd never humbug these 
bughums! 


Tim Burgess “I Believe” (KOCH) I expected very little from this solo debut by the 
Charlatans U.K. frontman, expecially because he was holding an acoustic guitar. But despite 
a few cringers this is actually pretty awesome. The title track is a pop glam gem that is a 
completely sincere version of the kind of thing Bobby Conn would do with a more self-aware 
sense of absurdity. Some of the other rockers capture that just off kilter, almost-sounds-good 
vibe Lenny Kravitz doesn't know he’s guilty of. I really dig this. 


Solomon Burke “Make Due with What You Got” (Shout Factory, 2042-A Armacost Ave, 
LA. CA 90025) | was almost prepared to hate this record. Several people on a Yahoo e-group 
devoted to southern sou! music totally roasted this album, saying that it was a slick attempt to 
cross Solomon over to the Stevie Ray Vaughan crowd. When the disc arrived in the mail, 1 
let my own ears be the judge. Listened to the first track, the second track...then after all ten 
songs whizzed by | had to admit flat out: there ain't nothing wrong with it. | was a huge fan 
of his last album, Don't Give Up On Me, which redefined his career for a new generation the 
way American Recordings set new standards for Johnny Cash, There were no overt attempts 
to get into a 1960s groove, they just gave Solomon some worthy songs and just let the old 
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man go to town, And now we have this new elpee to deal with. Okay, the guitars are a little 
heavier than they should be, the songs are a little more uptempo than on that previous record, 
and the general mood doesn't seem as introspective as Don't Give Up On Me. But you know 
what? These new trickerations don't take away from Solomon's groove at all. See, I can 
understand why these soul purists would be upset by the changes. When soul singers from 
Solomon's generation make records these days, they usually turn up on some blues indie label 
handled by a blues producer who doesn't know true soul from a can of Shinola, so they apply 
all these "modern blues" techniques - irritating lead guitar, thumb-popping bass, too many 
songs with a 12-bar pattern, etc. (Listen to Rufus Thomas' That Woman Is Poison! album 
from 1988 if you think I'm jiving!) Or even worse: they get saddled with a mellow Neville 
Brothers/Keb Mo "blues-lite" production (just like last year's Mavis Staples album, Have A 
Little Faith). Some of these blues-club tendencies show up on Sol's newest, but dig this: 
everybody's working AROUND him, they're not stepping ON him. Sure, there's a hard rock 
guitar to contend with, but even so, it's in the background, It never tries to take over the 
show. Solomon doesn't stoop to that level, and the album still succeeds. I know one thing, 
though: for the next album, they'd better do something similar to Don't Give Up. This blues- 
rockish production works well, for now, but I'd hate to have to hear this on two Solomon 
albums in a row. Lightning strikes only once in the same place. 


Burn To Shine 1: Washington DC DVD (Trixie, trixiedvd.com) This is a fantastic 
documentary/conceptual concert film where a house that is slated to be burned down by the 
fire department for practice is the site of a bunch of great bands coming in and each doing 
one song for the digital video crew with no audience other than the filmmakers. While live 
music on television is usually defined by the energy of the audience, and music videos are 
defined by the decisions of film crew, this is a whole new creature. The performances are 
different from studio recordings because they are really about playing live, but they are also 
profoundly different than live concerts because they are not about vibing off a crowd. Thus, 
what this is really about is a creating video document of a song in a purer form than we are 
used to hearing it. Each performer responds differently. The frantic magic of Q and Not U 
seems to shine through in a way that seems oblivious to the situation. The Medications seem 
to be amused and puzzled by the in-their-faces cameras, Garland of Hours still feels 
compelled to strike cool poses as they rock out despite the empty room. French Toast's 
electro-spined rock makes perfect sense in a brightly lit room, maybe more than it does in a 
darkened club. Ted Leo's solo performance makes him seem so alone it's moving. The 
Evens, a spare, tight duo, seem the most natural and comfortable in the situation. Of course, 
the ending footage of the fireman shows arguably the best performance of the DVD, but they 
were in their element. 


“Business Deal Top 40 of 2005” compilation (Business Deal POB 8062 Austin TX 78713) 
If Dr. Demento was Franklin Deleno Roosevelt this is what America would have sounded 
like after the 4" term. Genius dance music from Old-Timerz, wacky children's music from 
Telephone Company, bold New Wave from Gene Defcon, hippie action show music from 
Charles Potts’ Magic Windmill Band and dozens of other slices of strangeness make for a 
smorgasbord of awesome. 


Thee Butchers’ Orchestra “Stop Talking About Music (Let's Celebrate that Shit” (Voodoo 
Rhythm, voodoorhythm.com) Brazilian Blues Trash that made me juke in my joints. Best 
cover art (by King Merinuk) of any CD this year. 


Cadeaux “Physical City” (Sound Document) Cadeaux can do! 


Calibretto/Mercury Radio Theater split CD “All of these Things Do Not Belong” 
(Standard) Two bands that balance the stupidity inherent in fun music with sci fi/monster 
themes and with the intelligence of, you know, actual music, 


Suzy Callahan “happier than everybody else” (Scared Guy Music, SuzyCallahan.com) Suzy 
can sing, which actually seems to help in music making. Low key psychedelic tracks back 
her voice which ranges from straight up lovely to ominously dreamy. 


Canned Hamm “Erotic Thriller” (Pro Am 4615 W. 15" Ave Vancouver BC Canada V6R 
3B5) This is simply the greatest album of the 21" century. Canned Hamm create the first 
sexless sex album, as their lurid, sticky dance music is triumphantly weighed down by 
verbose lyrics dissecting the nature of seduction and romance, to the point where no sex 
actually occurs. A bad luck streak allows for a “Boy's Night Out,” mature paramours are 
theoretically appreciated in “In Praise of Older Women,” and “Seafood Taco” is far less 
graphic then you expect. The highlight of the album may be “Princes of Poptronica,” a song 
that would even get the Bush administration dancing like gay tambourinists. A 
MASTERPIECE! 






Johnny Cash “The Man His World His Music” DVD (Sanctuary) This is a re-release of 
Robert Elfstrom’s amazing verité, narrator-free, in-your-face documentary/concert 
film/whatever shot in the late 1960s, Fans of the film who might fear a “re-mastering” that 
digitally corrects the gloriously washed out colors or even the film scratches that were 
evident in previous releases have no need to worry. This looks as raw as ever. Cash was at 
the height of his super powers, and the concert footage here, with shaky camera, super close- 
ups (on arguably popular music's greatest face), ultra-dramatic lighting and great sound 
makes this indispensable. But the “home movies” of the Cash/Carter family on the farm and 
at home talking and playingGospel (for the camera) makes this remarkable. Carl Perkins, 
Bob Dylan, June Carter and some Cash cousin also appear. If you've never seen this then this 
DVD is a blessing — buy it today! 


Cheyenne “I Am Haunted, | Am Alive” (The Record Machine 4240 Holly BSMT Kansas 
City, MO 64111) Cheyawn. 


Chicago Cable Access TV Productions by Kelly Kuvo From 1993-1995 Volumes 1-4 DVD, 
Miss Artificial Spring 4 DVD set, The Scissor Girls “Long Live the Sgs” DVD, 2000/2000 
the Cable Access TV Soundtrack (taffytastic.com) Kelly Kuvo is known for her recent L.A. 
stint in the Scram bubblegum mafia, and for her 90s tenure with the genius Scissor Girls art 








punk disaster band (material has been added to the Scissor Girls DVD we reviewed 
previously). But her most distinct work was done in her mid-nineties assault on Chicago 
cable access television, of which she has just released eight DVDs and a CD. While her work 
in the SGs and with other bands (including Blackgrass, her black metal bluegrass outfit, 
represented in the CCATVP set) fit squarely into the damaged No Wave art school punk 
scene of 90s Wicker Park, her TV productions took similar dissonant aesthetics and 
combined them with the populist vibes of children’s shows and 80s metal videos. As she 
explains in a personal letter to everyone who buys her discs, the point of these bizarre, 
sometimes hypnotizing, sometimes painfully grating, shows was to capture the attention of 
“normal” people flipping the channels who would have to stop on the flashes of bizarre 
imagery she produced. Thus, the perfect increment of Kuvo watching is 2 or 3 minutes. So 
eight to ten hours of it can be challenging, but the challenge yields sweet fruit. Ticklish, her 
foot fetish porno, is creepily moving, and the adventures of Strawberry, an arrogant, abrasive 
glam supergroup, are inspiring, for many of the wrong reasons. And Miss Artificial Spring is 
a perfect distillation of Kuvo’s vibe, a show about beauty and prettiness that achieves an 
almost sublime awkward ugliness. One of the reasons these shows are such outstanding 
examples of underground, experimental media is the deep talent pool KK drew from, and that 
is made clear with the CD soundtrack to 2000/2000, featuring improvised no wave video 
game music from an experimental orchestra featuring the future Monotrona, Quintron, and 
other stars. If you can find these strange packages they are really worth getting. 


The Chinch Bugs “[Infestation]” (Edible, thechinchbugs.com, 3820 12" Avenue S Mpls MN 
55407) Bugged me out. An infest-ival! 


Chin Up Chin Up “We Should Have Never Lived Like We Were Skyscrapers” 
(Flameshovel 1658 N. Milwaukee #276 Chicago IL 60647) Dense and airy at the same time, 
these genius rockers have a chin up on the competition. 


Chixdiggit! “Pink Razors” (Fat) Duezdigit too. The reason Canadian’90s-style pop punk 
about girls is less embarrassing than its American counterpart is that Canucks seem to have 
an earnest 70s powerpop obsession that makes nerdiness more timeless. 


Circle “Guillotine” (Scratch 726 Richards St. Vancouver BC V6B 3A4 Canada) Subtle prog 
that runs (or meanders) circles around fellow psyche experimentalists. Dreamy, but not 
necessarily a good dream. 


Civet “Massacre” (Diaster/Bomp) This all-female punk band is a pretty tight, powerful, 
nasty, tough unit that balances the sounds of pre-Black Flack L.A. punk with bar band 
weariness that implies about 20 more years of hard living than these youngsters have lived. 
Not one of the best albums you'll hear, but certainly a strong declaration of presence by this 
new promising band, 


Bobby Conn and the Glass Gypsies “Live Classics Vol. 1” (Thrill Jockey) Though framed 
in artifice (Conn prompting the intimate crowd gathered in a studio for the recording of this 
to cheer and then boo so it can be spliced in later) it is the naked authenticity of this CD that 
makes this one of my favorite live albums. To describe anything as majestic, baroque and 
absurd as the Glass Gypsies futuristic-yet-retro glam assaults as naked and authentic is 
ridiculous, but digging Conn involves an appreciation for the seriousness of ridiculousness. 
Unlike a cavernous, huge stadium concert album, this actually makes the songs smaller and 
clearer, with Conn's voice (one of the best in Chciago rock, even when his falsetto is less 
than perfect it still amply expresses itself rock-ificly) more prominent in the mix than on the 
densely layered studio records. The band is very impressive, as complicated compositions are 
delivered with the tight, crisp melodrama these epics need. And the catalogue, re-shuffled as 
a deck of “greatest hits,” really makes clear that Conn and his crew have really been doing 
something over the last decade. I'll be playing this CD Conn-tinuously! 


Coralie Clément “Bye Bye Beauté” (Nettwerk/Capitol) A French tickler. Her breathy 
Francais vocals (wisping across progressively “cool” tracks) and alluringly Gallic nose 
(featured prominently on the cover art) tickled my enchantment bone. 


Wayne Cochran “Get Down With It!” (Raven) Mr. Cochran was always in the peculiar 
position of being the best-known unknown of all. Never had a major hit record. yet he played 
ALL the major venues in the sixties, from the Apollo to the Fillmore to the big Las Vegas 
casinos, and was a frequent talk/variety show-guest. Definitely can't get past his hair (a 
shocking-white bouffant teased high above his head) and his "white James Brown" 
reputation. Matter of fact, for years every time some magazine decided to do a photo essay on 
Best Rock Hairdos, invariably someone would find an old Wayne Cochran pic in the files. 
But for those of us who came of age after 1981 (when he stopped rocking to serve the Lord), 
we heard the legend but didn't have much concrete facts to go with it. He only made four 
albums (the most common being a 1968 Chess elpee) and an untold number of 45's - these 
sporadically turn up in the used bins, but there never was a compilation album that put it all 
in perspective. I'm surprised it took this long. The South, in the sixties, had a long tradition of 
white soul singers who were real popular with greasers who never got the hang of the 
Beatles. Roy Head, Bill Deal & the Rhondels, Tommy McClain...and you can slot Wayne 
Cochran in there, too. Okay, now that we got his looks and reputation out of the way, the 
music stands on its own. He did well with the hyper-speed uptempo tunes like "Harlem 
Shuffle" and "Going Back To Miami,” but his slow songs like "Big City Woman" were 
surprisingly moving. (Caucasian soul guys back then could fake their way through a fast 
number, but their weaknesses were exposed on the slow songs; you couldn't shuck through 
those, that calls for some depth.) This takes him through the sixties, right up to his final 
recording from 1972, where he's going through his Blood, Sweat & Tears phase - jumping on 
his own bandwagon, as it were, since Wayne and his C.C. Riders were one of the first white 
bands to use horns. A purist soul friend of mine was leery about Cochran; although he hadn't 
heard much of his music (and is way too young to have seen him live), he'd heard the stories 
and seen the pictures and concluded that Wayne Cochran might be a little too “over the top" 
for his refined tastes, No getting around it, Cochran did have to showboat quite a bit to get 
his point across, but then again Wilson Pickett, Tina Turner and James Brown weren't exactly 
masters of subtlety themselves. Once you stop looking at the outlandish pix on the CD insert 
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(including pix of Wayne with James Brown and Elvis Presley), Mr. Cochran left behind an 
impressive body of work. 


Coltrane Motion “No Well OK Maybe Just A Little” (Datawaslost.net) You rarely can 
dance or bop your head to something genuinely experimental, but this is just that: indie 
brainy art that has “it.” 


Coulier “cool Cooler COULiEr!" (Stickfigure POBox 55462 Atlanta GA 30608) Prog Jazz 
Hardocre Metal that makes me want to alternate absinthe and bong hits. 


The Creation "Psychedelic Rose -The Great Lost Creation Album." (Cherry Red Records, 
www.cherryred.co.uk.) First of all, yes I know I already reviewed this. Ihave more to say. 
Second, I think there's going to be some doubt as to whether this release is really all it's title 
claims. Fans could easily mistake this for some miraculous find, like a hitherto unknown 
recording session by the classic Creation lineup (or one of the many lineups that bore the 
name from '66-'68), and the lack of personnel or recording date information on the back 
cover doesn’t help. All we're told (upon cursory inspection of the rather vague liner notes) is 
that these recordings were laid down between the group's initial split in 1968 and their first 
real studio LP in 1996, three years after the original, reformed, band took to the stage once 
again. BOY! TALK ABOUT NARROWING IT DOWN!!! As it turns out, these sessions 
were recorded in the mid-80'. Not a damned thing wrong with that, as the official reunion 
album, "Power Surge," was recorded roughly ten years later, and it's a stone cold killer, But 
things did get dodgy for a lot of people in the ‘80s, though not always by the artists! design. 
The Creation, as it existed in the studio back when Reagan and Thatcher were having it off, 
consisted solely of Guitarist, Eddie Phillips, and the late singer Kenny Pickett, and, 
basically, whoever was available at the time. Now, Phillips and Pickett were, arguably, the 
heart and soul of the band, but if other Creation veterans could not have been procured 
(reportedly, the late Kim Gardner, then a resident of L.A, was the only one asked), was it 
really The Creation? That's a loaded question, seeing as how this project, which released the 
odd single, but never made it out of the studio (Kinks' bassist and drummer, John Dalton and 
Mick Avory, who'd also been in the pre-Creation Mark Four, were planned for a proposed 
live group, which could've been hot), and most of these songs could have been improved 
upon with a full band (Phillips doubled on studio bass, which is fine, but there's far too many 
drum machines on some otherwise fine songs. They scream for intervention from Mick 
Avory, or, dare I say it, the original "crap drummer" (ex-bandmates' words, not mine), Jack 
Jones. A more stripped down, less "80s" production would have been the key, too ("Power 
Surge" works so well BECAUSE of, not despite, it's rawness). In any case, their label(s) 
didn't plunk down the Pound notes needed to really flesh out and promote this project, so 
some songs don't sound fully realized, more like demos (though not necessarily the kind that 
fans will treasure for any kind of 70s Punk urgency, something the latter day line-up delivers 
in spades). Still, taken on it's own terms, this collection, which could have just as readily 
been credited to Pickett and Phillips (in which case, | still would have bought it) is not 
lacking in the screaming guitars, haunting melodies, and resonant vocals that make up The 
Creation, whose name has more clout today than it did in the 80s, as evidenced by poor sales 
of the two singles released from these sessions (one of which, "Mumbo Jumbo", done in a 
more "Rockabilly" style, is not included here, which is a drag, as there's only nine actual 
studio cuts on the CD). Another "what if " to contemplate is that Kenny and Eddie originally 
planned to use Nick Lowe as their producer (Rockpile's "Teacher, Teacher” was a 
Pickett/Phillips composition), and, under better circumstances, he could have extracted the 
essence of The Creation, and put it in a post-Pub Rock context (think 80's Pink Fairies) Then 
again, he might have tried to make them sound like The Bay City Rollers ("The intro on a 
faerie dusted, though not entirely execrable remake of "Making Time" does sound a bit like 
“Saturday Night"). At any rate, with an open mind, you might find yourself digging these 
songs for what they are. It's grown on me with repeated listening. Phillips admits that their 
strategy was to try to sound a bit more "modern". If you'll remember, the early MTV 
generation was like "Logan's Run", You might be able to get a hit if you were over 35, but 
you'd be among an elite few. The resurgence of Tina Turner, and even David Bowie, was a 
bit of an anomaly at the time. Imagine how a band that had never had a major hit in their 
native Britain (much less ANY chart action here) must have felt. I'm reminded of the time I 
found myself in a huddle with Eddie Phillips and Steven Van Zandt at the 2001 Cavestomp! 
Before I could tell Steven that I thought "The Sopranos” was the greatest T.V. show since 
"The Twilight Zone,",he was asking me, "Can you tell me WHY The Creation weren't 
HUGE?!" I told him, I just don't think The U.S. and The U.K. was ready for a sound as hard- 
hitting as theirs. In Germany, where they WERE huge, people demanded a hard, high energy 
sound. Meanwhile, back in the 80s...yes, some of the trappings of 80's Pop can be 
immediately detected here (one song even sounds influenced by "Ghostbusters"), but Phillips’ 
guitar and Pickett's vocals hearken more to '67 than The Purple One did during his 
misnomered "Psychedelic" phase. It's not for the lack of songs that purists might not take to 
this immediately. The opener, "Lay The Ghost" (featured on the live 1993 album of the same 
name) is rich with swirling, harmonic, yet discordant guitar toneage that is Eddie Phillips’ 
stock in trade. It's easily the closest, in spirit, to the excellent "Powersurge" LP, which 
demands reissue. "Psychedelic Rose" evokes the "S.F. Sorrow"/"Piper at The Gates of 
Dawn"/ "Sgt. Pepper" Abbey Road axis, though glossed to a contemporary sheen, which still 
works, for the same reasons that the Beatlesque harmonies on "The Air That I Breathe" and 
even "Only Women Bleed" beat Hell out of "Let Love Rule" every time. "White Knight" tells 
the tale of a hi-tech urban avenger, with lyrics similar to "We Are The One" by The Avengers 
("He ain't no Fascist, he ain't no Red"... as if there's a difference!) As I pointed out earlier, 
this isn’t the album that "Powersurge" turned out to be, or that the new Creation album 
(which I'm told is nearly complete) will no doubt prove to be, but, considering Philips and 
Pickett were just getting their feet wet again in the psychedelic swamp, that weak Pop ruled 
over everything and everyone (kinda like today) when they tried to make their claim, and that 
60s bands were subjected to the Cabaret circuit in The U.K.(While reformed U.S. Garage 
bands were usually churning out bar band sounds), though, I'm glad to say, the latter situation 
has changed drastically. At two sold out shows in Chicago (on weekdays, yet!), the revamped 
Creation proved that they are still definitely a force to be reckoned with, and, while I'd 
recommend this more to collectors and more compassionate fans (which, I'd venture to say, 
The Creation has many) than newcomers, dyed in the wool purists, or "Garage Nazis" (they 
know who they are). How many albums have The Creation got, including reissues, anyway? 
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It's not like anyone's reached their limit. Consider this a side order to the Retroactive double 
LP sets, "Lay The Ghost," "Powersurge,",and the much-anticipated new set by The Creation, 
F.Y.I: This CD also contains a very interesting spoken excerpt from the book, "The Story of 
The Creation" (Not available at press time) and a CD ROM video of "Painter Man.” 


Cruiserweight “Sweet Weaponry” (Heinous/Doghouse) Weight isn’t really an issue with 
poppy punk, or more accurately slightly punky pop, but this is still pretty substantial. 
Personally, I like hearing a female voice sing the phrasing of post-Green Day pop-punk much 
more than some whiny guy, and this girl has decent pop pipes. 


Crystal Skulls “Blocked Numbers” (Suicide Squeeze POB 80511 Seattle WA 98108) oof! 
Nice pop but if that singer's voice were more annoying the cops would use him to flush out 
hostage-takers. 


Jeff Dahl “Cursed, Poisoned, Condemned..." (Steel Cage POBox 29247 Philadelphia PA 
19125) Dahl is one of the living foundations of the modern garage movement, having 
survived 70s punk, 80s junk and 90s spunk. This is a great collection of eleven blasts of 
attitude that fall somewhere between Wayne County and the Electric Chairs and the Nomads. 
This is as “rock” and bowery and real and proudly full-of-shit as anything you will hear this 
year, and anyone who doesn’t dig this doesn’t understand what rock n roll is all about. Plus 
there's a song here that sounds like it was recorded in 1978, yet makes fun of South by 
Southwest. 


Dash Rip Rock “Recyclone” (Alternative Tentacles) Perhaps the dumbest record in this 
label's history by..a band that was punky-country when punky-country wasn't cool (or 
insurgent). This is an act that has toured for years playing silly songs about pot, rock n roll 
deaths, and drunken debauchery to rockabilly and punk crowds who respect novelty music, 
and this release is like a concert in that it collects their best songs from the last couple of 
decades and presents them as one silly party. Unfortunately, they are not too funny when 
listend to sober, so either don't buy this, or buy it and don’t listen to it straight. 


Ethan Daniel Davidson “Free The Ethan Danie! Davidson 5"(Times Beach) EDD seems to 
have ADD, as he switches from folk to country to blues to indie rock to bar rock from song 
to song, keeping everything righteous, if not cohesive. My favorite three name singer- 
songwriter since Billy Bob Thornton. 


The Deadbeats “Long Hard Nights” (Rock Alliance) Yopu can’t fake classic rock, fellas. 


Deadbillys "Blood, Roses, and Angel Wings" (Sumbitch Records, www.deadbillys.com) 
Remember Cowpunk? If you do, run out and collect your Social Security while you still can. 
This mid-80s movement in search of a movement had more to do with expensive Western 
wear than actual music, but E] Lay bands like Tex and The Horseheads, Blood on The 
Saddle, Screamin’ Sirens and the unfortunately overlooked Raging Fire from Nashville, 
seemed to define the moment, and it WAS a moment. The Deadbillys are rare in that they're a 
Husband, Wife, AND Son team, though their "Family Portrait’ contains a fourth party, not 
there by blood, just there FOR blood. Using every manner of instrumentation, from 
mandolin, steel, banjo, B-3 organ, and, of course, the usual drums, bass and guitar setup, the 
band brings on the spooky Horror/Spaghetti Western atmospherics without killing it with 
overly metallic guitars (Y2K Psychobilly, anyone?). Their standout feature, though, is the 
haunting vocals of Heather Dickson. Sure, there's some Insurgent Country Divas who can 
sing beautifully, but I'm not falling asleep after fifteen minutes of THIS! Group originals, like 
“From Hell", "Walking on Her Grave" and (well, duh) "Hello, I'm Johnny Cash” evoke Cash 
at his most somber, when The Devil and God, at least in his eyes, were trying to get a hold of 
his soul (we all knew who won that fight, if the fight even took place). Still, their choice of 
covers is interesting, to say the least-"Mother of Earth" by The Gun Club, Johnny's 
“Redemption,” Dolly's "Jolene" (a bonus track), and even "All The King's Horses" 
(considerably depsychedelicized from their amigos the Fuzztones' original-which featured 
Arthur Lee and Sean Bonniwell, for all you trivia buffs, but done in a compelling manner, 
made entirely their own [Tho' Fuzztone Rudi made an impossible to own Hard Country CD 
some time back that takes no prisoners]). Guest musician Dave Friedman, former Chicago- 
area guitarist (If you heard him and didn’t ask him to join your band, you lose), handles 
guitar and mandolin duties admirably, and the band itself has won the favor of the King and 
Queen, Lux and Ivy. Reportedly, Ivy could be seen doing air guitar offstage during a recent 
opening set The Deadbillys performed for The Cramps. How cool is that? 





Lou DeAdder “LouD” (1012 Centre St. South Whitby ON LIN 4X6 Canada) Lou rocks the 
blues without trying to sound like he’s a toothless Mississippi black man. I really appreciate 
him vocally sounding like a pleasant Canadian white guy, which results in pleasant rocking 
blues rather than minstrel show tomfoolery like I hear from too many white Chciago 
bluesians. Lou's jazzy guitar playing is impressive and rich. You go Lou! 





demon’s claw (Dead Canary) Spooky, gutsy Lo-Fi rock that has a soul as well as a brawler's 
spirit (and.a mouth full of marbles). 


de novo dahl “Cats & Kittens” theory 8 1402 Ardee Dr. LaVergne, TN 37086) This lush 
pop/power pop/post-glam/future pop is dahl-icious! 


Detonations “Spy You In a Magazine” (Big Neck POB 8144 Reston VA 20195) New 
Orleans trash garage-pop that made me want to pogo on broken glass. 


The Dexateens “Red Dust Rising” (Estrus POB 2125 Bellingham WA 98227) Unlike the 
bands of the Stoner Rock Nation that cook Southern Rock downto its most pummeling, this 
group of crispy crackers understands the Soul of 70s Dixie rock ‘n’ roll, and this is actually 
one of the richest, warmest, most powerful Estrus albums ever. 


Diary of a Mosquito Abatement Man by John Porcelinno (La Mano, POB 580828 
Minneapolis, MN 55458) John P. worked for over a decade as a mosquito killer in the flat 
Midwest and in the beautiful mountains of the West. He also spent over a decade chronicling 


his non-adventures doing this odd, monotonous work and over those years the world (and 
perhaps the taking of millions of tiny lives, and maybe even the exposure to huge amounts of 
poison) changed him from a scribbling punk rocker to a minimalist, pristine-lined, spiritual 
dude. This collection not only describes in sublime detail the world of one of the “these are 
the people in your neighborhood” jobs you never knew was there and the artistic 
development of one of the best independent comix artists working. 


Dig! DVD (Palm Pictures) This documentary is a fantastic portrait of three creative artists: 
Anton Newcombe of the Brian Jonestown Massacre, Courtney Taylor of the Dandy Warhols 
and filmmaker Ondi Timoner who had the vision, patience and persistence to follow both 
bands around with a camera for years and years slowly and deliberately letting this 
masterpiece reveal itself. The BJM and the Dandys originally saw themselves as compatico 
because they both looked to ambitious 60s garage pop and psychedelia movements for 
inspiration, though neither band aspired to dress-up recreationism. But what always linked 
them together r in my mind is that both had dumb pun band names that riffed off the name of 
an absurdist 60s icon. Despite this both bands took themselves so seriously that even when 
they were great, they were never particularly funny, or even joyful to me. Here, to make the 
point that Newcombe, (a self-destructive legitimate musical genius whose background and 
addictions doom him from the start) is a true artist, and Taylor (who achieves more success 
than would be expected throug a series of major label/corporate shenanigans that peaks when 
a cell phone commercial turns them from failures to European superstars) is a tool of 
commerce, the Dandy Warhols are seen as a band who makes primarily novelty records, 
which isn’t quite true. While he admittedly is humbled by Newcombe’s abilities, the Taylor's 
albums always seemed like showcases for his cocky, ambitious songwriting, with a few 
funny tunes thrown in. Regardless of what the movie doesn’t show, the scope of what is seen 
is astounding, The portrait of Newcombe is so vivid and realized, and the capturing of 
chumps in rock management, A&R and rock entourages, continuously optomistic about this 
doomed figure, then caught later admitting their folly, is remarkable. Every rock fan should 
see this film, 


Mark Dignam “Box Heart Man” (Times Beach timesbeachrecords.com) This 
Irislv/Pittsburg-ian folksinger has an awesome voice and can really make his guitar sound 
honest (if that makes any sense). I dig, man. 


The Diplomats of Solid Sound “Destination...Get Down!” (Estrus) This is ridiculously 
funky, yet it is far from ridiculous funk. With the two holy keyboard Smiths now gone 
(Jimmy and Johnny “Hammond”) its time to look towards the magic fingers of the future, 
even if their pointing to the past (as if to say “I'm with GENIUS!"). This soulful sashay 
down jazzy “what is hip” street is simply sublime. You would only not dig this if you were 
mistaken. 





Dov “Journey to Eden” (Lovestar) If the only music in the world was lush electric violin 
New Age Hallmark store background audio I would have long ago dov off a bridge, 


The Drip (thedriprocks.com, 1573 N Milwaukee, PMB #422 Chicago, IL 60622) The 
freshly-cut cocaine lines spelling out their name and the razor blade on the cover of this CD- 
R demo should leave no confusion, the Drips rock--straight ahead-all night--all right--oh 
yeah. With songs like "Gotta get loose" and "Rather Die," this Chicago four piece favors 
hard driving punk rawk with a light salting of glam decadence. They have a pair of 7" records 
coming out soon, but for now they are selling this 14 song demo off their website for $4. My 
one complaint is that halfway through the demo the vocals get buried to the point where | 
was inching closer to my speakers to make sure they hadn't morphed into an instrumental 
combo. But overall damn strong and for $4 I can't imagine fans of rock withgnore drive than 
hooks (think Gaunt and the New Bomb Turks) being disappointed. 
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Duppy comix ($4, Ansis Purins 14 Saxon Rd Newton MA 02461), Zombre vs. Slappy comix 
($3, same) Ansis is the genius comix artist behind the Zombre strips in Roctober, and his two 
new minicomics are astoundingly good. Both are printed and designed meticulously (as is the 
Ansis way) but both feature bizarre, obtuse writing that tempers his crisp illustrations with a 
sublime murkiness, In Duppy not only do we get mundane and magical adventures of 
zombies, voodoo spirits and robots, but we also get Jamaican music history and the ridiculing 
of American ska nerds. In Z vs. S, Zombre meets an upbeat undead whose glad handing 
goofiness makes his inevitable monster malfeasance more palatable or annoying, depending 
on your position of jolly walking dead. Fans of Archer Prewitt’s comix should feally give 
this work a chance. 


The Dust Dive “Asleep Or Awake Walk” (Audio Dispatch 5662 Rte. 23 Acra NY 12405) 
Gentle strangeness that paints a picture of beautiful bleakness using some sorts of 
instruments and samples. In Dust we trust. 


Neven Duzevic “Plaza prema nebu” (slusaj najglasnije! Teskovec 27c, 10090 Zagreb, 
Croatia) The Duz is the dude! 


The Earaches “Making the World Safe for Democracy” (Steel Cage) Political garage rock? 
Though its much more likely to hear the gas station attendant jacket wearing/three-chords- 
and-a-beer set singing about eating bush than hating Bush, this single makes a lot of sense, as. 
the current prez has excelled in making most of the world feel for him the way Harley riders 
feel about Ninja bikes. It doesn’t hurt that this band kicks ass and made me applaud longer 
than the suits at the State of the Union address. 


Electric Eel Shock “Go USA!” (Gearhead) Japanese ultra-rock that will eat your spine yet 
still make you shake around like marionette having a seizure. If you always wanted to like 
Guitar Wolf but thought they were too subtle, this is for you. 


Electric Frankenstein “Super Kool” (VMS/Morphius POB 13474 Baltimore MD 21203) 
Despite releasing over 1,000 records since the 90s, EF can still deliver a pretty tough, ugly, 
exciting rock ‘n’ trash mess. They break no new ground here, yet manage to dig a few fresh 
graves 


Electronic Bible -Chapter I compilation (White Label Music) Ann Shenton of Ad N to (X) 
has compiled (and created) a dozen and a half tracks of electronic progressive dance/post- 
dance music by High Llamas, Black Rainbow, Jarvis Cocker, and others whom I hadn't 
heard of before but dig now. There's a track about Bob Ross, the “Joy of Painting” guy, that 
turns a pleasant landscape painting lesson into a sinister, but appropriately understated, 
electro-jam. One thing that makes this comp stand out is that it is about electronics as 
electronics, not as “simulators” or “synthesizers.” Each track seems to really be about sounds 
that one can make only with (often customized) electronic devices. Note, | went online to 
find out more about this release and a google of the title brought up chapterl.com, your main 
source for Christian e-books. So now I'm listening to genius electronic music and reading 
about the rapture all from the privacy if my home computer! Thanks Ann! 


-MCA/Evil Design 





El Oso “Whichever Chapter Covers Now” (Contraphonic POB 2203 Chicago IL 60690) O so 
boring. 


Enon “Lost Marbles and Exploded Evidence” (Touch and Go POBox 25520 Chicago IL 
60625) This collection of a half decade of sexy art school dance music/don’t dance music 
jumblings made me learn to love again. 


Roky Erickson “I Have Always Been Here Before” (Shout Factory) This just arrived as we 
went to press, so | can’t give it the attention it deserves, but basically | guaran-fucking-tee 
you that our Summer issue will most likely feature the longest review of this release in the 
entire world, maybe the longest review ever in Roctober history (look at the Vomit 
Pigs/Texas punk review below to see how I approach minor Lone Star musical heroes, and 
imagine the Roky treatment). This is the first true, fitting tribute to a man whose long, twisted 
career involves making some of the most screwy, magnificent garage monster music ever 
recorded. This covers the famed 13" Floor Elevators, but also his previous band, the Spades,a 
s well as Roky's next 30+ years of on-and-off (and he redefined “off") recordings. While 
“You're Gonna Miss Me™ may be his biggest hit, it is the horror movie-vibe outsider rock of 
songs like “Creature with the Atom Brain” that made him a legend, and [ urge you all to 
snatch this historical, hysterical 2-CD set up quick. 


Erotic Biljan & his Heretics “Electrocute by...” (slusaj nasglasnije!) Trashy garagerock that 
made me want to go out and wrestle a bear! 


Escalator _by Brandon Graham (Alternative Comics503 NW 37" Ave. Gainesville FL 
32609-2204) Usually when someone is into sci fi enough to be a totally awesome sci fi 
illustrator they suffer from an immature, adolescent sense of narrative. And often comix 
artists who fully understand the linework of grafitti live such a blunted lifestyle that a good 
story ain't about to emerge from the smoke. So I was almost shocked when I read this book, 
featuring stunning graphic work that I rarely associate with soulful comix. The entries in here 
are for the most part impressive, rich, nuanced freestanding short stories that demonstrate the 
kind of yearning to explore comix as a serious short story medium that is usually reserved for 
artists with a much rougher visual style. This is totally impressive, and I recommend this for 
sci fi geeks and Bukowski fans alike. 


the evens (Dischord) Spare (drums, guitar and harmonized vocals), yet tight as a drum, this 
new duo of Ian MacKaye and Amy Farina make some captivating, amazingly pleasant 
sounds. | really wanted to not compare this to other DC or Dischord acts, but I really feel 
compelled to mention that the rigid, start/stop, super rehearsed nature of some of the 
signature bands from that region/label/scene only impressed me when their music and 
content transcended that style which felt inherently soulless and mechanical to me. This act 
feels incredibly rehearsed and tight and precise, but not in any way that feels like it is 
showing,off, only as a way to make the heartfelt songs better and better. So kids out there, 
Practice, practice, practice doesn’t mean you have to become robots! 


Eyeball Skeleton “#1” (My Pal God 47 Hardy Drive Princeton NJ 08540) I love records by 
actual children, and this features an eight year old and a ten year old writing lyrics and 
singing, and possibly playing instruments. Their father has helped his boys turn their 
absurdist, hilarious ideas into cohesive punk songs with fun lyrics about monsters, monkeys 
and cereal that make Daniel Johnston seem like Sondheim. Unlike Old Skull or a number of 
kid bands I've seen live, the music here is pretty tight and clear, to the point that if the boys 
actually are contributing bass or guitar, good for them, they have awesome rhythm, but it 
doesn't match the regular-kid-singing or the songwriting, so I expect the dad laid down most 
of the instrumentation. I dig this, but would like it more if the musical accompaniment had 
the raw, innocent edge of the singing — maybe a double live album could follow. And if the 
band hates this review, don’t send the flying Cyclopse Girl after me! 


The Fabulous Sylvester by Joshua Gamson (Holt) Gamson has done a remarkable job 
piecing together the history of the greatest Disco diva of them all, the cross dressing, Hi- 
NRG, gay icon who made some of the best records of all time and who had as dramatic a life, 
and as remarkable a self-made reinvention, as any pop icon. The author triumphs by using an 
approach that draws from extensive interviews and research and a deep investment in gay 
culture, as well as a willingness to use literary reference (his descriptions of gays in the Black 
church peaks with references to James Baldwin's works) and a great ear for what his 
interviewees mean as well as say. My biggest complaint is the cover art, it should have been 
a striking picture of Syl that would have grabbed book-browsers. With the ambiguous cover 
art on this I can’t see this book selling as well as it should, but I hope I’m wrong 


Teri Falini “Sun Under Me™ (Radiostar) Bad singing, bad songwriting, bad boots. Nice 
cover art. 


Far Rad “The Candy's Gross” (Circle Machine/Johann's Face) Back when Electro was just 
a villain Spider-Man fought (and usually defeated by overloading the electricity-charged doo- 
badder with excess electricity; you would think that Electro would get hip to that strategy 
eventually) , kids were making bleeps and bloops on cheap electronics because it fit their 
personalities more than guitar noodling, and not because they thought they were on route to 
rocking a massive rave. This digital duo captures that Casio bedroom minimalist nerd vibe 
but somehow makes it so all-powerful that it should be pumping to a castle full of strobe- 
light damaged Ecstasy abusers, Far radder than you or I. 


Faust “Impressions” DVD/CD (Zickzack) The CD of this features archival bizarre genius 
Faust tracks, apparantly somewhat enhanced and altered, spanning over twenty years. The 
DVD rules because it opens with an early 70s “documentary"/candid camera film of a guy in 
a polar bear suit going around Germany to subliminally promote Faust. The rest of the DVD 
is better left unviewed and undescribed, but the bear makes it worth it. 


The Feelers “Learn to Hate the Feelers” (Dead Beat POBox 283 LA, CA 90078) Damaged 
trash garage so scrambled and ugly that it made me want to fuck furniture. This is as 
gloriously stupid as Crime (the band) and crime (the leisure activity), 
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The Fevers “Love Always Wins” (Alien Snatch!) I just got this 5 minutes before we go to 
press, but I want to quickly declare “I have Fevers Fever!” This might sound late 60s, but it 
made my temperature rise to the mid-100s ! 


Fireballs of Freedom “Greasy Retrospective” (Wantage POBox 8681 Missoula MT 59807) 
This collects lots of rare singles and stuff containing the most monstrous rock from the 90s. 
FOF were willing to combine hardcore and boogie, which is genius in my book, and my book 
should be your bible. 


Foetus “love” (Birdman POB 50777 LA, CA 90050) Less fetal than ever, Foetus is making 
more developed, prettier, more textured “love songs” than in the past. Not the most 
danceable music, but it will make you dance on the inside. When this gets melodramatic it is 
majestically grand and absurd. 


Al Foul “The One, The only” (Rock n Roll Purgatory POB 771153 Lakewood OH 44107) A 
country-lovin", wicked souled rockabilly one man band should be rudimentary, soulful and 
badass, and the Foul one achieves all three, plus throws in some toe-tappitude as well. 


400 Blows “Angel's Trumpets and Devil's Trombones” (GSL) Minimalist scuzz/art Metal 
that doesn’t blow me away but doesn't blow 


Four Letter Word “Like Moths To A Flame” (Newest industry Unit 100 61 Wellfield Road 
Cardiff CF24 3DG UK) This may not be the best punk or hardcore album but at least it 
fucking sounds like punk and hardcore. It's fast, pummeling, angry and tempers melodic pop 
elements with a touch of chaos. This is pretty good, which is a four letter word 


Four Square “Industry at Home” (Bad Taste Box 1243, 221 05 Lund, Sweden) The promo 
material for this Canadian quartet's third release promises “a continuation and departure of 
their celebrated sound.” Luckily, I am unable to verify that nonsense, this being the first time 
I have had a chance, to enjoy Four Square's celebrated sound. Most songs put arena-punk 
guitar riffs and emotionsbeating choruses on their short list of things to include: Overall they 
come off as a second-tier Jimmy Eat World. 


4" Avenue Jones “Stereo: the evolution of hiprocksoul” (Lookalive) This isn’t the dreaded 
Rap Rock, it’s more like Rock Rap, and it’s not as awful as pummeling stupid Nu Metal, but 
it isn’t good. Eminem cleverness with 1/2 sung lyrics over 1/2 played music = yecch 


Franklin Delano “Like A Smoking Gun In Front of Me” (File 13 POB 804868 Chicago IL 
60680) Franklin Dullano, 


Frausdots “Dead Wrong” (Sub Pop) Near ethereal pop that tightrope walks between ether 
bliss and the down side of manic-depression. Very pretty, but pretty strange. 


reviews and lotsa monster stories 
Norb was replaced bya replicant 


so basically this is the best Green Bay zine since Rev. = 





The Generators “Excess Betrayal....and our Dearly Departed” (I Used to Fuck people Like 
You in Prison Records/Fiend POB 41470 LA, CA 900041) Should be called the 
GeneGREATors! Righteous punk anthems that succeed by being righteous, punk and 
anthemic! 


Gitogito Hustler “Gitogito Galore” (Gearhead POB 421219 SF, CA 94142) If you are used 
to all-girl] Japanese (non-noise) punk being cutesy and light brace yourself. While these 
women still have Minnie Mouse high pitched voices the production on this is thick, nasty and 
devastating, with a huge, pummeling guitar sound that makes the popish punk seem 
profound. Highly recommended. 


Goldfinger (Maverick) These Warped Tour journeymen’s familiar ska-inflected punk falls 
short of hard hitting, even with their much touted increased political awareness. Like many 
bands who built their reputations on their live shows, Goldfinger’s music comes off as flat 
and derivative through home speakers. 


Goribor “Ono sto te ne ubije, to te osakati” (slusaj nasglasnije!) Gored me with art -rock 
magic! 





Gosling (The Control Group) If Tom Waits were a grand rocking rocker with a littleweasly 
voice he might make this record 


Greater California “Somber Wurlitzer” (Earthling Records POB 1712 Bonita CA 91908- 
1712) Should be called “Greatest Clifornia,” because when these guys get real melancholy 
pretty, they are the greatest, maybe even the greatest-est! 


Greg MacPherson Band “Night Flares” (G7 POB 27006, 360 Main St. Concourse, 
Winnipeg, MB R3C 4T3 Canada) Should be called Greg McGENIUS! What a songwriter! 


A Gun Called Tension (Cold Crush POB 348 Hollywood CA 90078) An Act Called 
Genius! 


Alexander Hacke “Sanctuary” (koolarrow, koolarrow.com) Einsturzende Neubauten dude 
goes solo and makes his experimental art band look like the Backstreet Boys. This spooky, 
strange, audio collage of styles, atniospheres, collaborations and sound effects is far from 
Hacke-work. 


Mike Hagedorn “The Driver” (4Boxes, 4boxs.co) Hagerdon is a sound 
artist/improvisor/trickster/tromboner who will drive you to think! Apparently all his releases 
are available for free download , but I like the artwork, so buy the CDs maybe 


half acre day (Right Mind POB 19436 Seattle WA 98109) This compound breaks down as 
half clever, half genius and another half annoying. You do the math. 


a am ee rs 
Freak Tension zine (POB 22163 Green Bay, WI $4305) Nothin’ buttons of punk CO eG Naetettor ODB wan BoB Dyke rrloue 





Foxymorons “Hesitation Eyes” (Heatstroke POB4349 Philadelphia PA 19118) Better than 
Wilco! 


Fran magazine ($3.50, POB 291459 LA, CA 90029) I think this is funny, but I feel bad 
about thinking that. 


French Toast “In A Cave” (Dischord) The instrumentation on this is really good, with rich 
guitar sound recorded expertly and complimented by a parade of sounds that range from full 
on rock (bordering on Classic Rock) drumming to strange shrill electronics. Pass the syrup! 


Fuze Lime Mojito Mega Energy Drink — They sent a bottle of this for review. And it tastes 
fucking awful. 


The Fuzztones "Salt For Zombies” (www.fuzztones.net) A lot of people wrote The 
Fuzztones off a long time ago, but, now, after a dozen years or so, they put out their finest 
album. Even if you're not much of a fan, but you DO like Mike Curb/Davie Allan-era 60s 
Teen Exploitation soundtracks, studio Psych, and, lotsa fuzz and tremolo (more than they 
usually employ), you just might find yourself diggin’ this sick trip. The Chesterfield Kings 
also released a fine Psych-oriented CD recently, but. although Rudi thinks a lot of himself, at 
least he'll talk to you after a gig, and he doesn’t sing through his nose (probably the main 
reason why the Garage Mafia snubs him). Anyway, this CD has a real "layered" sound, with 
savage guitar sounds, even a sitar here and there, and the fiery keys of the lovely Ms. Deb 
On‘air, returned from a holiday. "Get Naked" is, of course, about gettin’ nekkid in the streets, 
so, naturally, Sky Saxon steps into the studio to get a piece of that action. "Hallucination 
Generation" is a great , imagined (hallucinated?) AIP soundtrack title song (yes, | know there 
was such a movie), with cool cat, James Lowe, from the reborn Electric Prunes. "Johnson in 
a Headlock" is a cool cock-block song, definitely comparable to Rod The Mod's “Ball 
Trap"...not that I think being denied sex is cool. If I did, I'd be’ the Hipster King. The Fugs’ 
"Group Grope" (What are those "Baskets of Love", Ed?), the pre-Alice Cooper Group 
Spiders’ "Don't Blow Your Mind" (which Rudi covered once before, with The Mistletoe 
Beltbuckle, which our pal, Eric, now in Chicago's Civilized Age, drummed for) and the 
utterly Bizarro "What Ever Happened To The Baby Jesus?” (my Great Aunt used to say that 
alot) by The Lincoln Street Exit all close out this set, by which time, you can move away 
from your speakers and return....to....normal 


The Gena Rowlands Band “...La Merde et Les Etoiles” (Lujo 3209 Jennie Dr. Morgan 
City, LA 70380, Lujorecords.com) Monotonously dreary. This is no Gloria. It's even no The 
Betty Ford Story. 











Arch Hall, Jr. and the Archers “Wild Guitar!” (Norton Box 646 Cooper Station New York, 
NY 10276) You would think eventually Norton would run out of the bizarre geniuses of rock 
n’ roll that make up the spine of their catalogue. The “heritage acts” they champion, like 
Esquirita and Hasil Adkins, have undeniable rock n’ roll historical credibility, but also make 
music saturated with quirks and oddities that have made their obscurity inevitable. Producing 
an album of Hall's collected works is an inspired continuation of this tradition: he’s someone 
that trash culture hounds know and revere, but who few thought to package and present this 
way. The awesome Arch starred in a handful of his father's Z-grade exploitation films 
releasedin the early 60s, usually playing the aspiring blond, babyfaced rock n roller he was in 
real life. Films like Eegah, The Sadist and The Choppers are trash movie masterpieces, and 
this CD takes every song performed in those movies, plus trailers and dialogue from the 
films, adds Halls’ few studio recorded singles, and a great concert by the Archers from 1962 
where they demonstrate their Bobby “Blue” Bland influences and charming banter in ways 
that prove Arch far more than a novelty figure, Some of the best tunes here include silly twist 
numbers, funny monkey tunes, cool instrumentals, and the tracks from Arch’s cinematic 
apex, Wild Guitar. This is a must have, cats and kittens, don’t sleep on it! As a bonus, the 
liner notes include Kim Fowley spewing vintage Fowley nonsense and some great Ray 
Dennis Steckler stories. 


Neil Hamburger “Great Moments at Di Pressa’s Pizza House (Drag City) Historical? 
Hysterical! Neil and a cast of several present an audio documentary that tells the history of a 
pizza joint that Neil performed at regularly over the years. Framed by a handful of 
Hamburger's current zingers that cut the high and mighty stars of rock down to size (“Why 
did Madonna feed her infant baby Alpo dig food? She had no choice, that's just what came 
out of her breasts!”) is the long and sad tale of the mediocre glory days of the oldest pizza 
parlor in America (not literally). I definitely laughed pretty hard at a few moments, and I can 
gladly report this never made me contemplate Neil's or my own suicide, as his “Malaysia” 
concert album did, so that’s two good points already. The only problem I have with this is 
that if I’m not familiar with any vanity press documentary records about restaurants, so if this 
is a continuation of some tradition, some gem one might find in thrift stores, it’s lost on me. 
That said, if you're hungry for pizza ... anecdotes, and hungry for laughs...or something 
closely equivalent to them, , order yourself this hot and piping 5” plastic pie! (That last line 
refers to a CD's size, which is approximately five inches). 





Hard Skin “Same Meat Different Gravy” (TKO 8941 Atlanta Ave. #505 Huntington Bch, 
CA 92646) About 10 years OK this band released a single and album and were MRR cover 
boys for their Oi comedy act, and now their back. While this is pretty good pub pop the 
problem is that it's not nearly as funny as most serious Oi bands. This has its moments, 
including a rousing tribute to a lovely dinner of lamb chops, mint sauce and tea. But most of 
these are just pretty straightforward anti-cop, pro-working man tunes with just enough lager 
behind them to rock. If I didn't remember their funny interviews from the 90s I would have 
just dug this as a good old fashioned British punk album. 


HavocHate “Cycle of Pain” (Indecent Media, POB 186 Teaneck NJ 07666) Haveit Hateit. 


the helio sequence “love and distance” (Sub Pop POB 20367 Seattle WA 98102) A jam 
band from Pluto, ..this is the music for playing hackeysack at zero gravity. 


Hella “Church Gone Wild/Chirpin’ Hard (Suicide Squeeze) Hella is fucking awesome but 
who would expect their version of the Kiss solo albums/"Speakerbox/LoveBelow” to come 
out after only two albums. This double CD has one apeshit disc by drummer Zach Hill that 
coagulates the sounds of ice cream trucks, rock operas and drum Armageddon to create a 
soundtrack of tomorrow that is both joyous and bleak. Guitarist Spencer Seim delivers a CD 
of fuuturistic robotic pop rock that sounds like something an android given a soul by a 
magical fairy might make. 


High School Sweethearts “Heels ‘n’ Wheels” (Get Hip) All these songs sound like dumb, 
trashy garage punk, but somehow they are much more. These songs aren't good because they 
are dumb or trashy or raw or rocking (though they are) they are just all really good because 
they are good. I love this record. 


The Hollow Points “The Black Spot” (Disaster POB 7112 Burbank CA 91510) Ragged 
street punk/near-Oi!/bar rock that makes you want to pledge allegiance to punk, beer and 
cigarettes. 


The Holy Ghost “Welcome to Ignore US” (Clearly 195 Stanton St, 44G2 NYC 10002) Holy 
Shit! 


The Holy Shroud “Ghost repeaters” (level-plane) Wholly shit. 


“Homemade Hits Vol. 2” compilation(Kittridge Records POB 662011 Los Angeles, CA 
90066) 27 bands, all GREAT! Especially Seadiver and Bearhand. 


Il Programma Di Religione compilation (Boy Arm 631 Pearson St. Ferndale MI 48220) 265 
noise acts (about 238 of which I never heard of) each make several seconds of noise to 
represent each of the popes of the last pair of millennia. While this got me in a papal mood, I 
have to say that programming several popes per track instead of having 265 seperate trackls 
made it impossible for me to program my own “best pontiffs ever” mix CD. 


the international playboys “sexiful” (Motron POB 8951 Missoula MT 59807) Rocks like 
geology! 


The lowa Mountain Tour “The Chicken Insurrection” (109 Walnut St. LaPorte City, lowa 
50651) Gary Forney writes quirky, bizarre songs that are also very grounded in blues country 
and pop, and seem almost normal, despite being about spacemen, Armegeddon and spiritual, 
cosmic caravans. There's gold in them there mountains! 


The Insaints “Sins of Saints” (Disaster, disasterrecords.com) This is a retrospective of a 
band that only had a split EP release during its 90s tenure, and that record was one | have and 
never listen to, However, this release is important as the band is legendary for its shows 


which featured frontwoman Marian Anderson using her sex worker background to Perform a). 
lewd and shocking acts before Bay Area punk audiences, leading to legal woes and ban after 2usgy)40" 
ban. This doesn't come across on the CD, of course (though the booklet features lots of sexy ~ ' 


pierced and topless fotos), so what you get here is fairly generic, but by no means bad, 
attitude-heavy punk that could have been recorded any year between now and 1978, so I 
guess you could say it’s aged well. Buying this instead of a new gutter/street/'77 punk CD at 
least gives you a good story (Marian o.d.'d so don't expect reunion shows) and provides a 
benchmark for shock that your band can aspire to reach, 


Jandek “A Kingdom He Likes,” “When | Took That Train” (Corwood POB 15375 Houston 
TX 77220) If you want lyrical analysis investigating how these albums reveal themselves 


ashis first post-live performance releases, look elsewhere. I’ve never been able to connect? 


lyrically with the “J,” as it’s the overall atmosphere he creates that gets to me. These CDs are 
two more doozies, with the haze of his guitar and the oddly phrased semi-sequitors 
abounding. It sure sounds like Jandek. And the cover art (Jandek today?) looks like former 
Major Leaguer Jack McDowell! Hmmm, The mystery thickens, 





Japan Girl’s Nite Tour CD, Petty Booka “Bluegrass Album ~ Don’t Rock The Jukebox,” 
Tsu Shi Ma Mi Re “Pregnant Fantasy,” Chitan Go King “Gut's Idol,” Puppypet (Ben Ten) 
This tour featured a gaggle of Japanese all-girl bands and the tour CD, plus the individual 
CDs by some of the artists, demonstrates exactly how bizarre the progressive side of 
Japanese pop/underground music can be. Petty Buka's latest album has the girl singing 
vaguely phonetic English versions of songs by Alan Jackson, Louvin Brothers, Pet Clark, 
Kinks, the Dead, Mungo Jerry, Chet Baker and others, with the music tracks being slightly 
above karaoke level. They say its bluegrass, but covering Earth Wind and Fire with shrill 
electric fiddle isn’t too hillbilly-ish, but overall it’s hard to deny the bizarre appeal of this 
album. Tsu Shi Ma Min Re applies baby doll vocals to everything from rockabilly to pseudo- 
Prog to Morricone soundtrack music to ambient soundscapes. Chitan Go King is musically a 
little more conventional with their pop/rock, drawing from 60s rock n roll and girl groups. 
Maybe the best of the bunch is Puppypet who make helium vocals and upbeat Jush marching 
music sound giant and powerful and important, despite all the elements seemingly lined up to 
make it seem silly (which it may be). There has always been great music bubbling under in 
the Land of the Rising Sun, and this latest bunch shows just why the Runaways played to 
stadia in 70s Japan, and what their influence bore. 


Mason Jennings “Use Your Van” (Architecl/Bar None) Great looking, beautifully shot 
feature film about some dull musicians making a record. 


Jerra “Play Like A Girl” (Sugar Hooker 8033 Sunset Blvd, #936 LA, CA 90046) This is so 
rock its bigger than rock. It should be called boulder! Jerra has the Sunset Strip rock cliché 
magic without being a joke. Dare I say, ‘awesome! 


Jet By Day “The Vulture” (Future Farmer POB 225128 SF, CA 94122) This guy's voice is 
awful. Jet this thing out of my CD player. 


Jim and Jennie and the Pinetdps “Rivers Roll on By (Bloodshot 3039 W. Irving Pk. Road 
Chicago IL 60618) This East Coast mountain music bluegrass unit combines some fancy 
pickin’ with lyrics that aren't always inducive to grinnin’ (although they do sing about a dog, 
which is always funny, unless it's “Old Shep”). Perfect bluegrass vocal harmonies make this 
river flow real purty. 
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The Jim Best Project “Never keep” (2218 S. 59" St. West Allis WI 53219) A rock opera 
about a magical land filled with griots, leprechauns, mermaids and Noah's Ark. Combines 
music of renaissance fairs, Irish folk fest, classic rock revival concerts and coffeehouse open 
mics. Jim is the Best. At making leprechaun rock operas. 


Jimmy Chamberlin Complex “life begins again” (Sanctuary) I guess any drummer-led solo 
project is either going to be prog, jazz or grindcore, so depending on your preference, this 
either was the best or worst choice of the three. These dramatic, soundtrack-esque prog-matic 
tunes are better when Chamberlin adds his melodramatic lyrics, sung alternately by Rob 
Dickinson (of Catherine Wheel, sounding like Simon LeBon here), BC’s ex-boss Billy 
Corgan (at his nasalest), Jimmy's new collaborator Billy Mohler, and even Bill Medley, 
sounding kind of scary on a creepy lullabye. This album is not a masterpiece, but it isn’t a 
throwaway or the kind of project you see some washed up guy working on in a Behind The 
Music. This is a work of vision; a weird, deliberate project that would appeal to some kind of 
audience, though I’m not sure which one. Not me, I prefer grindcore. 


John Butler Trio “Sunrise Over Sea” (Lava) Attention undergraduate students at large state 
universities! This dreadlocked Australian busker will speak to you. Like Ben Harper, Butler 
combines musical chops and sprinklings of blues, reggae and rock to spice up ho-hum 
singer/songwriter laments. This brew will likely provide sustenance to someone ready to take 
that Hoobastank CD out of heavy rotation but the rest of us should steer clear. We'll be 
getting a taste soon enough as younger relatives across the country will be trying to “turn us 
on to” Butler's jam-band friendly ditties. 


Jukebox Zeros “Welcome to Rutsville” (Do Not Use Records) Rocked this honky’s tonk! 
Kasabian (RCA) Better than the Beagles. 
Kill the Vultures (Jib Door POB 220426 Chciago IL 60622) See Oddjobs review, but worse, 


Kite Operations “Dandelion Day (K.O.A., koarecords.com) Where's Charlie Brown's tree 
when you need it. 


The Konks (Bomp) This is my new favorite band! The stripped down garage punk of the 
Demolition Dollrods taken to a more perfectly dumb teenage extreme. This band has my #1 
criteria for greatness: an awesome theme song about the band (one that implies that in 
addition to cheap guitars and only two drums they also have a band member missing a 
digit...but not a thumb!). I've been Konk-quered! 





The Krunchies “In De Winkel” (Criminal 1Q 3540 North Southport Chicago IL 60657) 
Redefines “glorious mess.” 


Audra Kubat “since | fell in love with the music” (Times Beach) Spare coffeehouse singer- 
Songwriter music that transports the listener to a whole other atmosphere, mainly on the 
strength of Kubat’s enchanting voice. Good stuff. 


- Dennis Kyne “Support Our Troops” (denniskyne.com) Kyne has produced a powerful set of 


protest music in support of American troops abused and ignored by the government they 
fought for. Combining the raw, rocking edge of Neil Young with vocals reminiscent of 
Vince Neil's Motley Crue ballads, Kyne makes a compelling musical case. 


LABTEKWON “THE GHETTO DAI LAMA TV EP - DVD” (Morphius) One reason hip 
hop is awesome is that it is bizarre and confusing. Labtekwon spends half of this DVD 
eloquently expounding upon hip hop’s potential as a righteous beacon that illuminates and 
documents the beauty and culture that arises from a people criminally oppressed by an unjust 
power structure, Then he adds to the righteousness by having a handful of music videos (all 
videos contained here are gloriously low budget, with awesome cheapo video FX) that 
celebrate the beauty and power of everyday black women who don't conform to 
Western/white beauty standards. Then he has a video that is just close-ups of strippers in 
thongs popping their ass cheeks. Righteous! 


Lagwagon “Live ina Dive” (Fat) I'm not a huge fan of the band, certainly not big enough to 
lose myself in a live album BUT their self-depreciating ultra gory comic book that comes 
inside the CD is fucking awesome! And, if you like pop punk and funny dudes cutting up 
and getting raucous on stage, this is a pretty solid document of their concerts. 


Last Amanda (f.c.a.) Should be called Worst Offenda. 
Last Days of April “if you lose it” (Bad Taste) Pop-tastic! Simply lovely. 


Last of the Juanitas “In The Dirt” (Wantage USA) A tsunami of metal-jazz that devastated 
my coastline. Genuinely evil and actually great. 


led soundsystem “S/T” (DFA/Capitol) “Yr City’s A Sucker” (dfa, dfarecords.com) Perfect 
music for hipsters who Love Cool Dancing! Or Like Creepy Dudes. 


Ben Lee “Awake is the New Asleep” (New West) This sucks, 


Les Terribles (Dionysus) This band should be named Les Awesomes! Or whatever the 
French word for “awesome” is, with “Les” in front of it. 60s Franco Beat revivalists revive 
the beat, and frankly, I’m glad they did. 


“Level-Plane Records: 80 Records and We're Not Broke (Yet)” CD sampler (Level- 
Plane) The measur € of a sampler is “does the label have a personality.” This is a label that 
consistently has had bands that rock, but do so by pushing or challenging or subverting 
something, so that there is always extreme impact, even on the dirgy or quieter stuff. This 
double CD features 40 or so tracks of intensity, including over a dozen unreleased songs, by 
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bands like Caterpilller, Wolves, Get Fucked, Transistor Transistor and the awesome Air 
Conditioning. 


Life In Exile (Deadwood) Not exactly “yecch,” but in the yecch-park. 


Chris and Scott Ligon "Oh What a Day" (Record Roundup, chrisligon@hotmail.com) Don't 
Put this on until you put on some super-absorbent Depends. You WILL piss yourself 
laughing. Our old pal, Chris, has always had a flair for absurd subject matter and phrasing in 
his songwriting, and his brother Chris has proven a versatile journeyman musician-type guy, 
But, are you ready to hear a very early home recording, accompanied by their sister, Jill, from 
1979, when Scott was NINE YEARS OLD?! | don't think you are. Mind you, even then, 
Scott could really carry a tune, His handling of "The Ballad of John and Yoko" must be heard 
to be believed. I don't know which is funnier, a nine-year old singing "Christ, you know it 
ain't easy" or the version | have by the Gunther Hallman Singers from Germany, Older 
brother, Chris, busts his chops a Jot, though sometimes Scott is too hard on himself (I was 
that way, too). But, when sis joins in, big brother gets medieval on both his siblings. It's 
pretty harsh, but my brothers could've eaten this guy for breakfast, Anyway, the high point is 
definitely "The Poop Ghost Session". "Poop Ghost" is one of Chris Ligon's "signature songs" 
(though, believe it or not, a young boy. who once heard him sing the song live, went back 
and told his friends he wrote it!) about a ghost that makes people too scared to...you guessed 
it. Listening to the elder Ligon, even, by then, an accomplished pianist (they call him "The 
pecyanist” cause he drinks the most beer!) trying to get his nine-year old brother to sing a 
song about shit, without cracking up (all the while, trying to wrap things up before Mom and 
Dad got wise), is a laugh riot worthy of Martin and Lewis’ "The Caddy" session, As for Chris 
and Scott's more current stuff, also featured here, do you remember when The Residents did 
their George Jones tribute? This sounds like the Ol’ Possum doing the big eyeball guys! Old 
faves like "Cartoon Girl" (written for Chris's wife, Heather McAdams...you can just see the 
red Valentine hearts spinning around his head, like Archie, checking out Veronica's can, 
whenever Chris sings this) and "Three Tammy Wynettes" (the only song in the world, I 
think, to rhyme "Country" with "Fun tree") go together with the older tracks like Hershey's 
syrup and milk, but I'm enamored with these Punk-era toons, as I've never heard 'em before, 
it's like finding buried treasure! For example, "Tykes and Tots Used To Tease Teets Alot" 
(“cause his ticks were as big as a Mexican's head)"!!! Mind you, "ticks" sounded like 
something else at first! This is an almost tribal sounding singalong, kinda like something off 
Twink's solo album. So, if you need a good laff, get in touch with these guys, they're a riot. 


Roy Loney & The Longshots " Drunkard in The Think Tank" (Career Records, 424 North 
Fifth Ave, Bozeman, Montana 59715-3418, www.CareerRecords.com) Roy Loney doesn’t 
Perform too often outside of the Bay Area, and when I've been down there, he wasn't 
playing. However, I did sce him do a great guest spot with The A-Bones at The Las Vegas 
Rockaround, where this release (and a great recent live set) was more or less making it's 
commercial debut, Little Steven, who's very fond of this release, has been playing it alot on 
his show, but you weren’V/aren’t likely to find it unless you ordered it directly from the label. 
What will you get for your efforts? Just what you'd think, Roy Loney, playing and singing 
many kinds of Rock'n‘ Roll songs, in MANY different voices, all of ‘em great, "House of 
Games" is a lowdown, guttural guitar rocker, not too far removed from "Teenage Head's" 
best moment, and not unlike early 70s Troggs at their raunchiest."You Don't Owe Me" sort of. 
resembles the later Troggs gem, "Suspicious", which more than slightly resembles The 
Groovies' "Evil Hearted Ada". "Nobody Does It" boogies along at a nice pace with some 
tasty Southwest Blues licks, culminating in a hazy Psychedelic midsection. The lyrics will 
make you want to laugh, then cry: "They do it for business, they do it for art, they do it for 
Positions on the Billboard chart.....but, nobody does it for love anymore.", and it means what 
it says. The outstanding track on this CD, though, would have to be "Such a Nice Boy", with 
guitar part that, yes, sounds like "Teenage Head" as fed through The Troggs' monitors, 
classic vocal dementia by Loney the Lycanthrope. The conclusion to this mystery will haunt 
you forever (or at least until dinner's ready). A little hint, it's definitely one of the finest 
gender confusion songs since the early seventies’ "Got your mother in a whirl...". "She's the 
One" and “Move It, Baby" Rock n’ Pop with a big beat that makes ya wanna jump in the 
back seat, something like the Raspberries when they were trying to sound like The Beach 
Boys and The Ramones when they were doing the same. Loney's exhaustive knowledge of 
music is boiled down to a quick shot. Don't be a dope, drop out. 


Loons "Paraphernelia" (UT Records, 3707 Fifth Ave. # 145, San Diego, California 92103, 
www.ugly things. com) The Loons return, after a five year absence. Sometimes it just takes 
that long to get your thing together, but I knew, yes I knew, that aging wouldn't spoil this 
‘brew. What sets this album apart from it’s predecessor is that the songs don't really swirl from 
one into another like part of a bigger puzzle, ala "Forever Changes” or "S.F Sorrow,” 
(Seinfeld Voice) not that there's anything wrong with that. The songs appear, they arrive on 
time, when one trip ends, another begins, all are different, and each one makes sense right 
where it is, with every peak and valley just as enjoyable as the one that preceded it. Now, 
Mad Mike Stax (who should require no introduction, not only is he a survivor of the 80's 
Garage Wars via tours of duty with The Tell Tale Hearts and The Hoods, he's also the trip - 
trip maker workin’ night and day at Ugly Things, the consistently fine Psych/Punk/Garage 
Zine) flies his British Freakbeat flag with pride, as he should, but living on The West Coast 
(and osmosing its better sounds) has certainly been advantageous to the overall picture (still 
being painted, with day-glo colors, no less), I loved the last album, but this one has a brighter 
“feel" to it, y'know what I mean? Sure, there's some snarlin’ guitars (curtsey of Mare 
Schroeder and Chris Marsteller) and vocals, and the band's own signature rave - ups, but 
Mike and his lovely wife and Loons bassist, Anja (late of The Diaboliks) have found a way 
to effectively embrace the vocal stylings of pre-smacked San Francisco without getting all 
sunshine and lollipoppy on our asses. Still, the entire album carries an optimistic fervor that's 
hard not to like, even if you're not necessarily a fan of this kind of music, But, if you already 
are, get ready to be pleasantly surprised. Wait! I almost forgot to give the drummer some! 
Iain Andrew keeps it steady and soulful, maintaining all the imagery, rooted in grey, old 
reality as much as mulitcoloured cloudbursts that spring from the noggin on any good, 
creative bender. Is it possible that Mike and Anja left Britain (though Anja is German by 
birth, she lived in The U.K. for some time) to see some clear, blue skies once in a blue moon 
(yeah, I think they've seen some of those, too)? Either way, we're glad to have them, 











MIKE Toul 
Lorenzo Goetz “Jesus Elephant” (Innocent Words POBox 674 Danville IL 61834) I'll tell 
you what Lorenzo Goetz, he (or they) goetz 4 stars! Excellent weirdness! 


Lunch Hour Comix by Robert Ullman (Alternative) Ullman can really draw in a way that 
would be awesome for comix storytelling. But this exercise in comix production where he 
does one dull page of biographical comix in an hour every day doesn't actually involve 
enough story to tell. 


Magic Pants minicomic by Arthur Jones (gorillasuit.com) It’s no fallacy, this hilarious, 
beautiful comic is phallus-y! 


The Magic Sun DVD (Atavistic/MVD) This is a 1966 experimental film by Phil Niblock 
that documents Sun Ra and his Arkestra performing some amazing music while being 
Photographed in extreme close-ups , shot in lush, prisitine black and white, processed in 
reverse (so the black becomes white and vice versa). The result falls somewhere between 
abstract art and lunar landscapes, two very appropriate destinations for mid-60s Sun Ra. This 
isn’t comparable in power to Ra's 1950s film, The Cry of Jazz, the amazing work Atavistic 
released last year that situated Ra as the volatile center of the inevitable black revolution 
mapped out in the history of jazz. And this doesn’t capture the profound absurdity that makes 
Ra's genius sublime, as does his 70s film the sci fi/blaxploitation flick Space is the Place. 
But this is the perfect film to fall between those two masterpieces, Despite being created at a 
time when the Arkestra had fully developed its cosmology, this foregoes the freakiness and is 
Teally about the power and inspiration of their music. And if you need to situate Sun as a 
Space traveler here to liberate the ghettos, the bonus material here includes several genius 
orations by Mr. Ra from that period, accompanied by great photos. 


Magnolia Electric Co. “What Comes After the Blues” (Secretly Canadian 1499 West 
Second St. Bloomington IN 47403) I'm pretty sure that these guys are geniuses. I'm not 
currently equipped to write about geniuses, but if you always wished Neil Young would just 
chill a little this may suit you perfectly. 


Magnolia Thunderpussy “Starin' Down the Sun” (MVR POB 661437 LA, CA 90066) 
There will be some long, interesting reviews written about this because it is an unreleased 
early 80s underground legendary whatever, but this sounds really boring and limp to me. If 
Kenny G. was into hardcore he might have made music like this. 


Mahjongg “RayDONcoNG!” (Cold Crush) Clearly the best dance music album of the new 
millennium, and the worst art rock album of 2005, which of course in the backwards-speak of 
the art rock world means it stands victorious atop that heap as well. Maybe its hard to dance 
to and the art can get ugly, but all gloriously so, Mahjongg should be called Myjaamm, 
because this is my jaamm! 


The Mainliners “Bring on the Sweetlife” (Get Hip) Thick, powerful 60s Bea/R&B 
revivalists that sound non-retro without sounding metallic at all. This might be your favorite 
band. 


Maktub “Say What You Mean" (Velour) The new Hootie is here! * 


Man Man “The Man in the Blue Turban Without a Face” (Ace Fu) Man oh man, these men 
(and perhaps women and children as well...lots of high voiced weirdness abounds) are the 
carnival sideshow barkers of indie rock, cranking the organs that make this monkey dance. 


Maroon “Endorsed by Hate” (Abacus 2323 El Segundo Blvd. Hawthorne CA 90250) This 
made my head blow up! 


The Mattoid “Eternifinity” (Cleft/Morphius 100 E. 23% St. Baltimore MD 21218) Listening 
to this record is like being wooed and romantically pursued by the creepiest, trench coated, 
sticky-handed freak... and finding yourself really interested in what he has to sell! These 
weirdo futuristic croonings are disturbingly seductive. 


Cass McCombs “Prefection” (MonitorPOB 2361 Baltimore MD 21203) McAwesome! More 
than enchanting, this is enchantinger. 


Juan McClean “I Robot” b/w “Less Than Human” (DFA) The third DFA single from Juan 
Maclean, formerly known as John Maclean of Six Finger Satellite fame, offers two songs and 
two moods. “I Robot” sounds low key maybe even lightweight but the bleeps and synth lines 
Start crowding in, things look stranger and doubts began to loom. “Less than Human" on the 
other hand seems buoyed by an early E-fueled dance world optimism without being vapid. 
Good for the car and the dance floor. These two songs appeared on “DFA Records 
Compilation #2.” 





Dan Melchior “Hello, I'm Dan Melchior aka — inger-songranter"” (Shake It 4156 Hamilton 
Ave. Cincinatti OH 45223) Not just Melchi-er, this is the Melchi-est! The prolific ranter 
trades in some of his past garage rock cred for minimalist weirdness that’s not afraid of drum 
machines, singing “la la la” or lifting the music from “Marie’s the Name of his Latest Flame” 
in a song where he declares Alvin Stardust to be of equal stature to Elvis. 


Meridiths “A Closed Universe” (Debauchery, merediths.org) Meritous! Poptacular! 
Carnivalicious! 


‘The Meteors “These Evil Things” (Cargo) The rough and ragged, bald and ugly Meteors 
make meatier punkabilly than most any of their pampered pompadored colleagues. Brutally 
danceable. 


MHZ “Harnass The Power" (Flying Bomb) This rocks so hard it made my underpants 
vibrate. This is so Detroit it smells like Alan Trammell's jockstrap. This record is so 
awesome I ran out of crotch-centric exaltations. 


Michael Columbia “These Are Colored Bars” (Alabaster/Galapagos 4) Soundtrack music 
for the penultimate artschool thesis film, with moody indie jazz snatches punctuating an aural 
spacescape that’s both robotic and obelisk-tic. 


Ken Michaels “sit in the sun” (Zomo 41 Newburg St., Rosindale MA 02131) At Just under 
20 minutes, this Boston-popster's sundazed EP came just as Chicago's winter seemed to be 
grinding on and on and on. These low-key tunes won't melt snow or make you grab your 
sunscreen but they do beat back the “It will be in the single digits tomorrow”-forecast blahs. 
Like Yo La Tengo, Michaels favors understated electronic beats and keyboard parts that 
seem catchy without much effort. This foundation provides a nice soft cushion to support his 
gauzy low-key vocals, slight arrangements and a tightly strummed acoustic guitar. Think 
Matthew Sweet minus the precious. 


Midnight Evils “Breakin’ It Down” (Estrus) Pounding, driving, soaring, rocking, pummeling 
grand wickedness that is about as pure and perfect rock as you're gonna get for your CD 
dollar. When they bellow “C'mon,” then you better fucking c'mon! 


Mishka “One Tree” (Cormerstone R.A.S. 6285 E, Spring St. #234 L.B. CA 90804) Mishfire. 


Mixel Pixel “Contact Kid” (Kanine) Who would have Suessed hat electronic experimental 
folk music made me nauseaus? P 


Mobius Band “City Vs Country” (Ghostly International) This is music from a pretty future. 
Not Moby-ish! 


Mommy and Daddy “Fighting Style Killer Panda” (Kanine) Armed with a sequencer, fuzz 
bass and decent taste, this New York hipster couple offers ass-shaking distorted drum 
machine beats and cut-and-paste anthems. Vivian Hart's lipstick attitude reminds me of 
Blondie. But her beau Edmond should cease and desist on the microphone. His songs shrink 
the band into the sort of wink-wink hipsterism that makes similar electro-clash CDs dated 
two weeks after their release. 


monkey paw “honkey kong” (4 Alarm) Your monkey will be pawing at the stereo volume 
control to crank up this bad boy. Chimp-rockular, chimp-angular and chimp-tacular! 


Monster Dog DVD (Substance) Unfuckingbelievable! Alice Cooper stars in this 1984 horror 
movie as rock star Vince Raven. If you wondered where that awful song, “Identity Crisis” on 
the Cooper box set was from, here it is in all its cheesy glory. Cooper's body plays Raven, 
who returns to his hometown where his hairy family secret threatens to put the bite on his 
music video crew. His voice only appears in the two dreadful Songs, as a baritone actor dude 
awkwardly dubs in all his lines (which was done when dubbing in the lines of the all Spanish 
cast). This plodding, mean-spirited, no-budget monster flick is somewhat enjoyable just for 
its terribleness, which peaks when a group of listless, friendly canines stand around ignoring 
a Screaming, writhing “victim,” followed by a closeup of his eviscerated corpse. Obviously 
Cooper couldn't afford to fly his Stage FX guys to Spain, as the wooden Cooper head that 
falls into the bucket at every concert is scarier and more realistic than anything in this movie. 








Mr. Skin’s Skincyclopedia by Mr. Skin (St. Martin's Griffin) A brilliant book, and more 
importantly a sublime exercise in supply-and-demand. Mr Skin, now as rich as the 
Monopoly Man with corresponding monocle and top hat, made his fortune by offering video 
guides that tell you exactly how many minutes to fast forward to see your favorite movie 
stars naked. And after years he has perfected the formula, so that this volume tells you what 
body part you'll see, how long you'll see it, how enticing it will be, and most importantly, 
does it justify the many pioneers, inventors and engineers who died to ensure that when the 
remote control was sent forth into the world it could be operated with one hand, just for such 
cases as these. Now a pornographer friend of mine once said “Life's too short for softcore 
porn,’ but this isn’t about porn at all, it's about capturing the magic of catching a glimpse 
when you are in grammar school - this book just asks you to maintain a grammar school 
mentality indefinitely. With funny writing that makes the whole volume almost wholesome 
(while maintaining a patina of gloriously creepy lechery) this is a must have for anyone who 
ever rewinded Phoebe Cates’ Fast Time boob fantasy scene. Meaning, all of you. 


Muck and the Mires “Beginner's Muck” (AMP 92 Kenilworth Ave, South, Hanilton, 
Ontario Canada L8k-2s9) Mucking A! If you can frug to this get your frugger fixed! 


My Epiphany “Miribilia” (Eyeball/Bardic) | tried to think of something that rhymes with 
Epiphany that means “sucks,” but I failed. So I know how this band must feel. 


Mystechs “some Korean characters that probably mean something naughty” (Omega Point) 
If this were just goofy that would be one thing, but this is also nutty and strange and spooky 
and puzzling. Mystechs are equally adept (and inept) at ambient soundscapes, at Gangsta 
Rap, at dance pop, at video game music, and at whatever you would call that Bill Cosby 
record about the chicken heart that ate.Philadelphia. Mystifiying! 


Mysterious Mike and the Mad Tarantulas (408 Washington N.W. Warren OH 44483) 
Musical Armageddon! Or maybe musical Legageddon. This is a glorious, ominous mess that 
bit me gently and poisoned me roughly. 


my way my love “Hypnotic Suggestion:01" (file 13 POB 804868 Chicago IL 60680) This 
Japanese rock trio hits hard and I can only imagine improved production would better serve 
these songs’ huge dynamic shifts and avant-leaning noise scapes. For a trio they have a big 
sound and | would bet money they are great live. Like Sonic Youth, singer/guitarist Yukio 
Murata, who Japanese-indie rock fans may or may not remember from The Juice (Pony 
Cannon), seems happiest when pushing melodies and sounds through the dirt or backwards 
through the sky. But drummer Takeshi Owaki's huge sound and jerky stops and starts drive 
most of the songs, not unlike Unwound, and keep them from veering off into wankery. But 
again muddy sound kills many songs by flattening peaks and filling valleys until a duller 
noise-saturated plain remains. 


The Nads “Back Asswards” (Dollar Record Records) Joyously dumb power rawk that grabs 
you by the you know whats and and makes a heavy yank. 


The Naked Prey soundtrack (Latitude/Locust POB 220426 Chicago, IL 60622) I've never 
seen this film, but as described in the liner notes it sounds like a weirdo mondo adventure 
indie mess. But I actually have this original soundtrack on Folkways (released with far less 
dynamic cover art than this one) and it never indicated to me that it was an adventure movie 
at all. The soundtrack consists of what sounds like field recordings of Southern African 
indigenous musics and instruments. Not slick, these recordings sound like you'd expect from 
the most rudimentary of portable, single-microphone “studios,” but since filmmaker Cornel 
Wilde had a specific tone in mind, they- are all cohesive, haunting, and almost ominous in 
their beauty. When I first heard the record there had been no slicked up versions of this music 
(like Ladysmith Black Mombazzo) available, and listening with fresh years after the fall of 
Apartheid and the flood of David Byrne and Paul Simon ethno-frenzies, it’s really something 
to hear these harmonies sung not by perfect vocalists, but by groups featuring some 
outstanding singers and a number of more average voices rounding out the choir, bringing to 
mind pirates singing. This is really an outstanding, fascinating recording worthy of a listen if 
you've never heard it and a new one if you have. 








New York Dolls "Morrissey Presents The Return of The New York Dolls Live From Royal 
Festival Hall, 2004.". CD, DVD (Sanctuary) | didn't think I'd live to see the day that the New 
York Dolls would return to the stage, or that Morrissey (former prez of the New York Dolls’ 
unofficial fan club, Mercury records told him, "Go for it", but claimed there wasn't enough 
interest for a REAL fan club) would drop his “Oh, I once liked The Dolls, but I was so 
young! What was I thinking? " stance to invite, yea, IMPLORE the band to appear at his big 
Mozfest thing in London. Sadly, a lot of people didn’t live to see the day: Johnny Thunders 
and Jerry Nolan among them. The tragic irony remains that, just as original drummer, Billy 
Murcia, didn’t come home alive from The Dolls’ first visit to London in 1972 (on a bill with 
The Faces AND The Pink Fairies at Wembley Stadium. The Dolls, not accustomed to 
playing to tens of thousands, were panned, but greatly influenced future Sex Pistols, Steve 
Jones and Paul Cook, just the same), 32 years later, bassist, Arthur Kane, survived just long 
enough to play with the revamped Dolls lineup in London one last time.. Still, The New York 
Dolls, and all who served under their freak flag (and I sure as Hell don't mean Malcolm 
MacLaren's "chic" Maoist trashbin liner), are together in spirit, and the spirit of The Dolls 
was best epitomized by David Johansen when he originally said, " Anybody who's got 
anything to say, as far as criticism is concerned, we're gonna send you a box of SHIT, hidden 
inside a candy box, with a letter that reads : "Dear Whoever, EAT SHIT !!" But, critics and 
fans agree about this set, the motherfucker SMOKES!! The core band of David Johansen, 
Sylvain Sylvain and Arthur Kane is ably assisted by drummer Gary Powell (who doesn’t ape 
Nolan's style, as much as embellish the songs tastefully and with a reverence for the original 
band's sound, while maintaining the confidence crucial to making it work), and the band's 
choice for Johnny Thunders’ belated understudy, Steve Conte (While my first draft picks 
would have been Walter Lure, Barry Jones, or Andy McCoy, from the reactivated Hanoi 
Rocks, who was rumored to be their first pick, too), had me thinking, Jeez Alou! If I didn’t 
know better, I'd think he WAS a young Thunders. He even makes mistakes in the right 
places! And Brian Koonin, the lan Stewart of the group, provides splendid keyboard fills in 








all the right places, and none of the wrong ones (they also served their mistresses like men: 
Drummer, Brian Delaney, and bassist, John Conte, who's presumably Steve's Bro’). The CD 
consists of a dynamite set of most of The Dolls’ best numbers (I had to inquire: "Where the 
Hell is "Pills", "Who Are The Mystery Girls?" * and "It's Too Late,” but, my suspicion that 
they'd turn up on the DVD was soon confirmed). Amidst such killer sendups of old faves like 
"Puss n' Boots", "Bad Girl", "Jet Boy", "Frankenstein" and "Human Being" is an actually 
very heart-touching "You Can't Put Your Arms Around a Memory" (“I can't put my arms 
around Johnny, so, don't cry...") sung by Syl, followed by David getting his pipes around 
“Lonely Planet Boy," also dedicated to Johnny. The best part is the camaraderie, which 
comes off as very real (David: "You know what? Me and Sy] are getting along Pretty fucking 
good for a couple of old queens!"), and, amidst some hilarious jabs at Sy!'s "orientation" (1 
know him, he's straight), David gets in some very funny jokes, the best received being one 
about Morrissey dropping by the local children's hospital to sing some of his songs and 
CHEER THE KIDS UP!!!!. Regardless of what the review in Mojo (which focused more on 
dissing their clothes-they looked fuckin’ great!-than the music) had to say about it, Sylvain's 
guitar playing has improved a thousandfold since the old days. Likewise, Johansen's voice, 
though quite raspy, can still blast away like a Panzer tank. I saw him at The Chicago Blues 
Fest, doing a savage, all-Howlin' Wolf, set with Wolf's guitarist, Hubert Sumlin, about a 
week before The Dolls' reunion took place. I thought he was going to detonate the speakers! 
Johansen still sounds Punk as fuck by me, and he handles the old songs with every bit as 
much conviction as he displayed when Mick Taylor, upon listening to The Dolls’ auditioning 
for the newly formed Rolling Stones Records, informed them that they had six months to 
“clean it up". Johansen politely told him to "go screw." On video, under the bright, colored 
lights, Johansen comes on like an animated Ivan Albright painting , horrific and beautiful at 
the same time. The DVD had some special treats on it, like "It's Too Late" with great, 
updated lyrics, a new original, "In My Girlish Days", which sounds more like a David Jo solo 
track, but, it's a start. From there, we go to, would you believe, "Piece of My Heart?" David 
always maintained that he and Janis Joplin were casual friends in the days of The Fillmore 
East, back when he was a purdy young thang with no ass (oh, waitaminnit, he's STILL got no 
ass, but balls to spare). There's a great spoken part on the Dolls' "Live, Dallas, '74" bootleg, 
where he eulogizes Janis by saying: "I once knew a queen from Texas..and this bitch's name 
was Janis, and she was probably the hottest bitch that ever come outta this state!", while 
much of the audience called out for the Werewolves (at the time, a popular Dallas based 
Power-Pop group. Their drummer, Bobby, played with Horton Heat in the 80s, and recently 
turned up with Ray Sharpe). At any rate, The Dolls do this seemingly unlikely cover with 
real panache. David always did have a way with "chick" songs (he even rocked up Bonnie 
Tyler and Donna Summer!), as evidenced further by The Dolls' own guitar-heavy Wall of 
Sound treatment of The Shangri-Las' "Out in The Streets"(why anyone thinks The Dolls! 
second album, produced by Shadow Morton, who did the honors for the Shangri-La's, is a 
dog, is beyond me). The DVD is shot beautifully, and there's lots of nice extras, including a 
very sweet tribute to Arthur Kane. After Kane passed away, much ado was made about his 
conversion to the Mormon faith (Bob Geldof gets in an unnecessary cheap shot by saying, 
“He came by the Osmonds later in life"), but the documentary footage included here shows 
that his friends in the church were incredibly supportive of him and his move to return to the 
Rock n’ Roll stage. Sadly, an older Arthur still seems awkward and somewhat withdrawn, 
though determined to claim what was rightfully his. His signature teeny-tiny voice (Vastly 
disproportionate to his hulking frame) remained intact, always with an indeterminable accent 
(Arthur was an East Coast Irish-American, but, could have passed for French-Canadian with 
a West Coast surfer/stoner inflection). Arthur is seen praying for The Dolls before their 
historic comeback bid, and, though he himself would soon leave this world, God definitely 
smiled on the New York Dolls. Best of all, the tribute closes out with a quote from the man 
who, along with Kane, D.A.C. and, of course, The Osmonds, leads a small and elite group of 
Mormon Rockers, Mr.Sky "Sunlight" Saxon ! There's also some great rehearsal footage and 
two songs from the follow up concert in Manchester, sans Arthur. The Dolls loved them 
some Manchester (even if The Buzzcocks were probably the last great band that city ever 
produced), they even used to play "I'm Into Something Good" in the 70s, when the mood 
struck ‘em. The revamped Dolls are on the verge of a U.S. tour, though, much like the 
Stooges (along with whom, I'm told, they killed at Little Steven's Underground Garage 
Festival), don't expect the dates to be posted all at once. If they make it to your town, or 
within 500 miles of it, just go, lose the attitude. It's highly unlikely that you'll have another 
chance. One rumor that has proven to be true, Sam Yaffa, from Hanoi Rocks, will be 
stepping up to the plate to play bass. I find this to be an appropriate move, as Hanoi Rocks 
was one of the few 80s bands to carry on in the tradition of The Dolls (no, kiddies, Gn' R, 
The Crue and Poison didn’t come close). It's now time to welcome The New York Dolls back 
with open arms (and open legs?), They weren't kidding when they said, "We've come for 
your children's children!" 

* By the way, The Mystery Girls are/were the Chicago Dolls/Thunders-influenced band that 
included Kevin, Jr, (Chamber Strings), Scotty Baby (Cash Money) and Thos. Loog 
Faulkner(Negative Element, R.O.T.A), and stuck it out for almost ten years. The name had 
been used several times before, but, it should have been retired when they broke up) 





The New York Rel-X “Sold Out of Love” (TKO) This is a triumphant classic punk album 
that features working class, pre-hardcore bowery bar punk complimented by female vocals, 
and occasional harmonies, that understand the balance between singing tough rock and 
actually singing well. If this band comes to your town don't miss them, they sound like they 
would obliterate live. 


Nightbreed “Immortality Through Ashes” (Tragic End) Please don't breed, 


No-Fi Soul Rebellion “Lambs to the Slaughter” (Wantage USA POB 8681 Missoula MT 
59807) Soul Funk No Wave New Wave R&B Rock n Roll Glam Hip Hop Video Game 
Music all filtered through pure, ridiculous nerdy vision that distills everything to its tinny 
weakest and then combines it into a powerful absurd concoction. Rebel YES! 


NRA “Machine” (Gearhead) This awesome late-eighties/late hardcore band from Amsterdam 
is back with a totally excellent , clean sounding, completely rocking album that is better than 
90% of contemporary punk out there. 
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Oddjobs “Expose Negative” (Raptivism) Should be called Blowjobs, because this sucks 


The One AM Radio “on the shore of the wide world” (Level Plane POB 7926 
Charlottesville VA 22906) Mellow dance music for somnambulant dancers. 


the 101 “Green Street" (Limekiln POB 4064 Phila PA 19118) My 101" favorite record of the 
year! 


One Scene To Another - Plumline Record’s Tribute to Canadian Indie Rock (Plumline 
POBox 213 Marysville, MI 48040) Young Detroit bands cover Canadian indie rock of the 
1990s. The nostalgia loop does seem to be shrinking but who cares when you get to hear a 
good slice of Detroit's indie scene let loose on the best songs of bands you might not know 
(Zumpano and Thrush Hermit anyone?). Almost all of the 16 Detroit bands bring a good 
sound to some good material. Indie rock amateurism, which I adore, abounds--think fun 
clunky guitar solos and slightly off-key women singers. Sons of Grenada, Mood Elevator and 
Tiny Steps stood out and made me curious to hear more of their original material. Canadian 
songwriter Joel Plaskett as presented here by Anthony Rochon also piqued my interest, It's 
like a two-for-one sampler! 


Ovipositor “cease the day” (Ovipositor.com) OviGENIUSer! 
Pak “Motel” (Ra Sounds 468 Gmad Ave. 2B Brooklyn NY 11238) Wicked prog, dude! 


Pancake Mountain DVD (Monkeyboy 2300 Wisconsin Ave. N.W. Suite 200 WDC 20007) 
Cable access puppet rock comedy music dancing happy shows should be in every city, so I 
hope this excellent DVD helps to spread the disease! 


The Paper Chase “God Bless Your Black Heart” (Kill Rock Stars) You should totally buy 
this record, All over the place art/strange/desperate/weirdo/majestic music/non music that 
Seems to be so good at everything that it can deconstruct each song mid-verse and reconstruct 
by the last bar, With production uses the sheen of a Motley Criie album to capture 
bizarrosonics that you would expect to hear recorded on a boombox, this liquidates 
expectations, 


Parchman Farm (Jackpine 250 4" St. SF, CA 94103) Sounds like Cream with better 
cowbell playing, 


The Patsys “On the 13" Kick” (Anyway POB 82444 Columbus OH 43202) I always thought 
this band was a good, solidgarage act based on their singles, but hearing this full length 
paints a broader, better, more powerful picture, This is an awesome fucking garage band with 
a woman vocalist whose understanding of tough girl signing and a band whose mastery of 
60s American teenage rock/pop is masterful. Kicked my ass 13 times. 


Pepper’s Ghost “Shake the Hand that Shook the World” (Hybrid 1515 Broadway 36” Fl. 
NYC 10036) This Philadelphia band’s unpretentious harmony-rich rock could come off as a 
revelation given the right bar and the right amount of beer, Something like seeing Bruce 
Springsteen sweating through a 3-hour set at some New Jersey dive before he hit big. But 
beer wears off and these five fresh faced and stylized lads have a way to go. Like Bruce, 
Pepper's Ghost mines quality rock of the days of yore—Cheap Trick, Led Zeppelin, the 
Stones and, refreshingly, Bowie and the Zombies. But unlike Bruce, they don’t seem to have 
distilled their influences fully yet. That said, they seem well situated to carry the 1970s 
American touring-rock-band torch, with only slight modifications, if they are still banging 
out sets in five years. 
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Perfuma “Humans are Dangerous” (radiobreakdown.com) Yearning rock that smells better 
than Hai Karate. ’ 


Phantom Limbs “Random Hymns” (GSL POB 65091 LA, CA 90065) Try to imagine what 
most spooky goth-ish art punk would sound like if it didn’t suck and you have an idea how 
this masterpiece sounds. I will play this at my haunted house this Halloween. 


U. Utah Phillips “Starlight on the Rails: A Songbook” (Daemon/AK Press) Phillips appeals 
to fans of folk music but especially to folk singers because as an older, bearded, 
unpretentious, storytelling troubadour doing political, thoughtful spare songs he is a beacon 
of authenticity that shines blindingly bright amongst seemingly authentic 
coffeehouse/campus crooners, This collects decades of songs and if you dig the Guthrie vibe 
and want it to breathe and mention N.P.R. this is for you. 


Piers White (Ache POB 138 1001 W. Broadway #101 Vancouver BC Canada V6H 4E4) 
Static-tacular! 


Pilot Scott Tracy “Any City” (Alternative Tentacles, alternative tentacles.com) This flies 
like an eagle without working with turkeys. Anxious, sexy punk funk that foregoes the 
theology of its parent act, the Causey Way, and embraces a dedication to scramble dancing 
that will make something drop from your overhead compartment. 


Pitch Black “This Is The Modern Sound” (Revelation POB 5232 Huntington Beach CA 
92615-5232) This is good. Punk that is immediate, intense, desperate, yet decidedly mature 
and adult, | was bitch slapped by Pitch black! 


pitty sing (Or 37 W. 17” St, SW New York NY 10011) Pittyful 


Plain White T’s “All That We Needed” (Fearless 13772 Goldenwest St, #545 Westminster, 
CA 92683) If you are the kind of plain white teen who likes shamelessly vanilla power pop 
punk this will fit you to a T, 


Plane “Hello More” (Dirigible, dirigiblerecords.com) Peaceful, slightly strange, this soothes 
and confuses. 


Plate Fork Knife Spoon (Wide Hive, widehive.com) This Bay Area-based instrumental 
collective is at its best hitting dirty funk pockets a la The Meters. When the rhythm section, 
which is made up of members of the Crown City Rockers, takes a back seat, the music dries 
up. Lacking strong melodies or arrangements, the rest of the disc comes off as weak kneed 
jazz with post rock aspirations. 


The Plot to Blow Up the Eiffel Tower “Love in the Fascist Brothel” (Revelation) This is so 
good it-made me squeal with ugly art rock mess ecstasy. This balances genius with stupid so 
perfectly that both fall off whatever they are balancing on. 


The Ponys “Celebration Castle” (In The Red POB 50777 LA, CA 90050) Pony up to power! 
Pony up to genius! Pony up to pretty-ness! My my my, pretty Ponys! 


Porcupine Tree “Deadwing” (Lava) Progwretched 


“Power for Passion...” compilation (Dionysus POB 1975 Burbank CA 91507) This 
compiles songs off late 70s and early 80s obscure power pop singles, mostly from New 
England. The rocking Reducers from New London, CT are the biggest revelation here, but 
Chicago's Headaches (who's track gives the comp its name), who I've never heard of, are 
pretty damn decent. The Silencers, an L.A. band from '77 trying to recreate Brit punk so hard 
their safety pins ache are worth hearing. Also features two obscurities by Roctober rasslin’ 
rock faves the Foreign Objects. Not essential or mind-blowing, but all over a pretty satifying 
CD comp. 


The Powerknobs “Turn On" (Wildebeest PMB 412, 5114 Balcones Woods Dr,, suite 307 
Austin TX 78759) Frat garage rock that isn’t afraid to mix the Kingsmen with Kiss, Powered 
my knob. Then knobbed my power. ‘ 


The Press “Noxious Saucy Beast” (Good Night, goodnightrecords.com. 690 Murphy Ave, 
SW #B8 Atlanta GA 30310) Swirling, strange, sold post-punk quirkiness that doesn't sound 
like anything else and builds in intensity upon each subsequent listen. This is growing on me 
as one of the genuine pleasant surprise CDs of the year. 


Pretendo (Country Club) This is super! If it was a videogame system it would be 
Superpretendo, 


Feller Quentin “I Am Not A Monster” (echelon POB 33382 WDC 20033) Quentinsential! 
Psyche-folk-art-weirdness that’s willing to be as upbeat as a Woody Guthrie singalong and as 
dreary as Jandek. I fell for Feller! 


Que Suerte comix (apdo, 18280, 28080 Madrid Spain) This is one of the bes tcomics in the 
world, a sporadically printed collection of international cartoonists creating wordless (thus 
languageless) comix (mostly gags) about a single subject. The printing, whi8ch involves 
hand screening, iinserts, multgiple papers and weirdness, is exquisite And the comics rule. 
Any comix fasn should write and inquire about availability and every comix artist should 
write and offer to get involved. 


Rat Cat Hogan “We're Bicoastal” (Skyrocki) Way worse than Peter Allen’s LP of the same 
name. That's actually a profound understatement. 


Reverend Horton Heat "Revival" CD w/ Itd.edition DVD (Yep Roc Records P.O.Box 4821 
Chapel Hill, NC 27515. YEPROC.COM). This has been around a while, though not as long 
as The Rev. himself, who's about to celebrate his 20th anniversary (though he performed 











under his real name, Jim Heath, for many years before taking up the mantle of R.H.H). Since 
he started, his music has changed, and, with it, his audience. He's had his ups and downs, but 
he's on an "up" right now. His last couple of CDs have shown a "Return to Roots" sound, 
getting closer to his pre-Sub Pop days, and even resurrecting songs that dated back to the 80’, 
but had never been previously released. This collection definitely has the fire and the spark of 
the early days, with a decidely stripped down production and the most raggedy guitar sound 
I've heard from Heath in ages, kind of like making it over a barbwire fence safely, only to 
find yourself surrounded by rattlesnakes, The longtime rhythm section of Jimbo Wallace (all 
Jims are Jimbos in Texas, but Wallace took on the name {o avoid confusion) on bass and 
drummer, "Chicago" Scott Churilla (who grew up right on the Indiana/Chicago border), are 
playing as tight as ever, but with more aggression and more edge than a band that's no longer 
starving could be expected to muster, "The Happy Camper,” a rollicking instrumental that 
evokes 50s guitar heroes like Arthur 'Guitar" Smith, Duane Eddy and Hank "Sugarfoot" 
Garland, with a Western feel, offset by a nasty TONE that sounds like a beer being poured 
down the back of a Fender amp, with the plug not being pulled until the last tube has 
shattered. There's the usual fast rockers, like "Octopus Mode" and "Callin' In Twisted" (and 
these, too, are marked improvements on many past efforts). But it's not all "Smoke beer, 
drink pussy," either. Your pal, The Rev, can get contemplative, be it through the singin’ 
cowboy styled "Someone in Heaven", which tells the listener that our dead friends and loved 
‘ones are still there to help us and hear us out. "Indigo Friends", however, addresses friends 
lost to heroin. At once it asks, "Why them and not me?" and warning, "Everyone loses when 
heroin wins". It's a seriously pissed off song, as it should be. Instead of one, there's actually 
three songs that date back to the 80s, but are seeing their commercial debut here: "Party 
Mad,” a great sendoff with a sped-up Eddie Cochran riff "Oh, baby, if you leave, better not 
come back, cause if you do, won't cut you any slack...I ain't cryin’ no more, I'm tired of being 
sad. Babe, if you walk out, I'm going PARTY MAD!" It's kind of like the cop in Porky's who 
said, "If my wife ever left me, I'd get drunk for joy!" "Lonesome Man" is a Country-styled 
weeper that lays loneliness bare without relying too much on self-pity, and making the 
protagonist's stance sound righteous : "I'd own the world, you see, if she believed in me." 
Now that Jerry Lee is finally on American Records, I could easily see him doing this! 
"Honky Tonk Girl," also from the early days, is a fun C & W number with a Blues shuffle 
and some tasty guitar work. I hadn't heard it since around 1986, and I don't remember it 
staying in his set for long. "If it Ain't Got Rhythm" admonishes "Dance" D.J.s for killing live 
music in Deep Ellum (the club section of Dallas, though the influx of gangs there is killing 
PEOPLE), but it could apply anywhere. This'z a pretty solid effort, all around. As a bonus, 
early copies came with an interview DVD (in which Roctober’s own John Battles gets 
credited with naming Heath "The Reverend") that also features three songs, but, if you can't 
find it that way, the DVD that material was taken from “Reverend Horton Heat-Live, In 
Color’ is still readily available, 


The Ridiculous Trio “Plays The Stooges” (4Boxs) Even though this is trombone, tuba and 
drum album played by improvisers, this is a remarkably respectful, faithful and even subdued 
straightforward covers album mining Iggy’s boys’ catalogue. It reveals how incredibly solid 
the songs are, and Stooges fans will dig this, but improv jazz fans might be a little 
disappointed. Go for the Mike Hagedorn CD if you want something riskier and more 
trombonish. 


Righteous Jams “Rage of Discipline (Broken/Kung Fu POB 38009 Hollywood, CA 90038, 
brokensounds.com) Unimpressive contemporary hardcore that sounds relatively angry but 
completely dull. 


Alasdair Roberts “No Earthly Man” (Drag City, drageity.com) Alasdull. 


Rockethouse “Weapons of Mass Distortion (Kanine) Thick, rich dynamic rock that brings to 
mind a post-apocalyptic Madchester band making upbeat music amidst the Road Warrior 
rubble. 


josh rouse “nashville” (Ryko) Not exactly Rouse-ing. 


Ruins “Vrresto” (Skin Graft POB 257546 Chicago IL 60625) The most joyful record ever by 
a Japanese chaos anti-rock band. Happy and merry and rocking (bizarrely on all three 
counts), this is the Skin Graft record for people who don't like Skin Graft records. And for 
people who do. And for animals. 


run.away.from.the.humans. “we exist” (EXOI1) I liked the two gay disco tracks, but 
everything else had me running away from the speakers. Still, one third good songs is pretty 
awesome for an EP these days. 


The Salem Lights “Secret Cistern" (Dollar Record Records) This raises the bar for bar rock! 
These bar rockers rock as hard as anyone, bar none! 


Scouts Honor “Roots in Gasoline” (Thinker Thought 1002 Devonshire Rd. Washington IL 
61571) I like any band where the drumming is extremly prominent and I dig this duo's flip 
flopping between powerful, almost violent aggression and pretty Country-ish sounds (often 
within the same line, as on “Loveable Mama” where pleasant cowboy music is attacked by 
Black Flag vocals). Scout this out. 


The 2" Hand magazine (the2ndhand.com) I always give the fiction in New Yorker and 
Harper's a one page chance before | decide if its worth reading or not, but all of the fiction in 
this mini-mag is only one page each, or less, so I read it all, good or bad. This allows me to 
increase both my excellent and awful fiction-fully-digested quotients. 


Maia Sharp “fine upstanding citizen” (Koch 740 Broadway NYC 10003) Mai mai mai! 
Sharp as a tack singer-songwriting that combines that best elements of pop, country and 
coffeehouse balladry without ever getting too hokey. 


Coco Shayne “Yesterday'z” (J. Plot/Licorich 9800 D Topanga Canyon Blvd #116, 
Chatsworth CA 91311, licorichrecords.com) | never believe gangster rappers are actually 


gangsters, but this guy is an angry rapper who acts like he's fucking crazy, and I actually 
believe this guy is fucking crazy. This is scary, bizarre stuff where the beats are subdued and 
horror movie music abounds. This is a worth a listen for underground hip hop heads. 


Sincebyman “A Love Hate Relationship” (Revelation)This is one of the mightiest records of 
the century, a nuclear explosion that mages to maintain a driving, almost groovy structure 
during the perpetual detonation, Totally amazing extreme music. 


Single Frame “Body/End/Basement” (Volcom, volcoment.com) Angular, rectangular 
musical manglers that throw electronic darts at electro, industrial, de hardcore, new wave, no 
wave, old wave and futuristic polka. Maybe the last one was a stretch, but this a pretty good 
album. 


The Sirens (Get Hip) The Roctober editor recently turned me on to this incredible Alvin and 
The Chipmunks song that goes :"I like to go bowling...with pretty women!" Well, if Alvin's 
ever in Detroit, he'll definitely want to bow! a few frames with this group, let's leave it at that. 
But, is this all they have to offer? Hardly, as their taste in cover songs is among the best I've 
seen. But, I had to ask, on first inspection, are they a Fowley-Svengali creation? Did their 
record collector boyfriends hook them up with the songs? (What am I saying? How many 
record collectors actually have girlfriends?), For even having such thoughts, even for a 
moment, I can only refer back to a Caddo Nation phrase that I learned as a child : "OH 
WOTTA ASSAI YAM !". The Sirens are a real Rock n’Roll band playing real Rock n'Roll. 
They assembled their own repertoire of killer covers (Everything from "Gudbuy T’ Jane” by 
Slade, Ike Turner's "I'm Blue", The pre-Boys Hollywood Brats’ "Chez Maximes", to Suzi 
Quatro's "Glycerine Queen" - People OUGHTA be kissin’ Suzi's ass in Detroit like they do 
with Cheap Trick here - The Equals’ "Diversion," and Roky Erickson's "Don't Slander Me"), 
and kick out the fuzz-drenched Glam/Garage jams with a lethal dose of fervor, fury, and fun! 
Lead singer, Muffy, can actually SING (unlike a lot of her Punk-Garage "peers"), She's also a 
glamazon to the highest levels of gorgeousity. In other words, she appears to be as tall as her 
brother, who turns out to be Dan Kroha (of The Gories, Demolition Dollrods and, more 
recently, the revamped Ramrods) is long, and, well, if you don't know what I mean, consult 
the film, Plastercaster. Myself, I'm like Ed Gein, I just dig women, but, any straight guy who 
can't appreciate Muffy just because she might be taller than them is, you guessed it, a Class- 
A MORON!!! One of the other gals (either the equally stellar Deanne, Michelle or 
Melodylicious, on drums, bass and guitar) sings some of the more screamin’ numbers, like 
“Slander” or "Gudbuy", but the liner notes are at about a Haiku's length, so I couldn’t tell 
ya.This is the coolest "Gurl group" I've heard since The Brood, the one male member havin’ 
(huh huh) Diaboliks coming close. This rocks goodn’hard from start to finish. The song titles 
on the sleeve appear from bottom to top, making it appear that the first song is the last, but 
there's nothing backward about the Sirens’ destiny as a live and recording act, nor their ability 
to break down the resistance of any man (or woman, Rock n’ ' Roll is still a two-way street) 
with their songs, much like the Siryns of old, Not EVERY Detroit band coming out these 
days is up to the hype, but these Motor City Mamas are, even if the hype has to start here. 





Small Press Review magazine (POB 100, Paradise, CA 95967) It is increasingly more 
difficult to find out about books, chapbooks, zines and journals that are produced outside of 
the mainstream, and this mag make sit a little easier. 


Smog “A River Ain't Too Much Too Love” (Drag City) Man these songs are good. And 
recorded good, too. And sung well. And full, despite their spareness. Smog-tastic! 


Smoke or Fire “above the city” (Fat) Smoking! Clean sounding, not particularly abrasive 
hardcore-esque punk that has power and presence without beating you with either, 


Snackbar Confidential zine ($3, POB 1359 Huntington NY 11743 artaugogo,com) This is 
the best zine ever, 


Snake Oil by Jim Rose (Bartleby Press, Bartlebythepublisher.com) The man who brought 
circus sideshow theatrics to Generation X is back with a how to book, that explains how to 
grift, hustle, scam, sham and bamboozle. Ranging from piffle as innocuousness as how to put 
on a flea circus to as serious as how to create a new identity and social security number when 
on the lam to as dire as blueprints for brutal revenge, all tips and anecdotes are delivered in a 
casual, spare style. Inf act, not by coincidence I'm sure, the feel of this book is very close to 
that of one of those odd pamphlets or thin, saddle stitched books you can buy at a dusty 
magic shop that teaches you secrets of hypnotism or flash paper techniques. The greatest 
subtext of this book is that after reminding you almost every other line that he is a liar and 
scam artist Rose expects you to believe that these tips and tricks will work, and you are 
inclined to believe him. Be a satisfied sucker...buy this book! 


Snitches Get Stitches “I Liked You Better When You Were A Corpse” (Empty POB 12301 
Portland OR 97212) Devastating furious punk that is so fucking disgusted with earth that 
they have to make gloriously ugly music with vomited vocals to express their repulsion. 
Fucking awesome. 


Snow Machine (Daemon POB 1207 Decatur GA 30031) Ridiculously lovely songs that 
sound like one of those talking baby dolls is singing while playing on a toy piano. Yet these 
tunes feel so emotionally real and potent that they have the effect of being sung by a far 
wearier, more world-damaged set of pipes. 


Snuff “Six of One, Half A Dozen of the Other” (Fat) For almost 20 years this has been one 
of my favorite punk bands, but I never thought their records held up to their frantic, absurd, 
manic live shows. This two CD collection has 25 tracks of “greatest hits,” which boils their 
recorded output down to an impressive collection, but also a ridiculous 2“ CD of covers, 
rarities and oddities that captures the funny energy of their live shows. 


Solex “3/4” (Alehop) Abrasive no wave skronk static copulates with fun garage mess to birth 
« Soul X, the Spanish Messiah. 
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Stackmagic (stackmagic.com) This Nashville alternative rock act (with a nice dollop of bar 
rock thrown in) cannot get a bad review in this magazine because their CD opens with Little 
Jimmy Dickens introducing them. Like I'm going to risk getting kicke din the shiin by the 
Opry’s greatest mini-star! Not Country at all, these dudes nonetheless capture the 
workingman, no bullshit spirit of the best southern music while speaking the language of 
“modern rock.” Stacks more magic than a pile of Doug Hennings! 


The Static Age “Neon Nights Electric Lives” (Tarantulas 411A Highland Ave. #348 
Somerville MA 02144) Spooky. Yet lovely. I'm scared. Yet enchanted, Be you vampires? 


Stickleback by Graham Annable (Alternative) A public restroom trap, a dozen tiny toilet 
paper men and a frustrated artist having a shitty day make up a brisk, quirky tale told with 
electric line work and a visual sense of fragile humor that make the narrative seem weighty 
and significant even when it involves a cat swatting at Charmin. 


Strange Day by Damon Hurd and Tatiana Gill (Alternative) A sweet, nostalgic teen romance 
comic that features 80s high school Cure fans unencumbered by Molly Ringwalds or jocks or 
anyone else, ditching school to buy the new CD and instead finding a cure...for loneliness! 
This is a really enjoyable, bittersweet, honest comic about the ways that teen angst bullshit 
can be bullshit free and beautiful. Highly recommended. 


Strapping Young Lad “Alien” (Century 2323 W. El Segundo Blvd. Hawthorne CA 90250) 
They play too motherfucking fast and how! too goddamn furiously to use such a long, 
cumbersome word as “brutal” to describe them. These guys are bri!! 


Stutterfly “And We Are Bled of Color” (Maverick) This is worse than you could possibly 
imagine. Even if you were Fred Durst’s mom you couldn't imagine anything this terrible. 





‘Sunsets and Silhouettes” compilation (Planting Seeds POB 64665 Virginia Beach VA 
23467) Pinkie, Goldrush andthe Autumn Leaves are the standouts on this comp of near- 
ethereal pop loveliness. But sometimes there's such a thing as being too near-ethereal pop 
lovely, and most of the groups on here float away. 


Suns of March “Bulletproof Heart” (sunsofmarch.com) Formerly known as Michael Wright 
and the Coconut Cowboys, this alterana-Southern-rock band has stared down a thousand 
clichés and embraced them all. These five guys cut their competent if uninspired 
Skynrd/Eagles-inspired tunes with more than a pinch of Nickelback. I imagine the Suns are a 
consistent crowd pleaser on the Southeastern party bar and frat party circuit, where they have 
toured heavily. Less filling and smooth drinking and, I bet, likely to oblige the inevitable 
“Freebird” requests. 


Superaquello “Bien Gorgeous” (Brilliante) Building on their last release Superaquello 
continue to combine elements of traditional Latin music with some of the prettier, more 
musical aspects of Post Rock, creating sometimes ambient, always compelling sound fields 
that swirl around a foundation of hypnotic melody. Super! 


Supersystem “Always Never Again” (Touch and Go P.O. Box 25520 Chicago IL 60625) 
Beyond “super,” this systematically made my overrode my circuitry by infecting my hardrive 
with a computer virus more powerful than the one that looks like a naked dude in Hackers. 
And this virus commanded me to DANCE! 


Sweatmaster “Tom Tom Bullet (Bad Afro. Sandbjerggade 11, 2200 KBH. N, Denmark) 
Awesome rock fun that spews I'm-not-from-America-but-I-sing-in-perfect-Rawk-English 
attitude and guitar magic that makes you want to both dance like you're on Shindig and bang 
your head, 


Swing Ding Amigos “The Mongolita Chronicles” (Rock n Roll Purgatory) Some rocking 
punk bands deliver the nasty goods so purely and so ugly that they are freaking awesome. 
Well this band is fucking awes me, which is way better. Made my ding swing! 


Taz Taylor “Caffeine Racer” (No Hair) Taz shreds like a guitar god of yore. This is an 
axman with an ax to grind against anyone who doesn’t think noodling and wailing have a 
place in contemporary rawk. This is guitarmageddon! 


Tears from the Sky “Power Symbol” (Life Sentence) Contemporary extreme post-hardcore 
that elevates itself by having a guitarist unashamed to quote Motorhead, Kiss and the heavy 
hitters of yore. You'll cry tears of brutal pain! 


Telenovela “The Broken Heart Is New" (Vinahyde) Really good rock with slinky singing, 
solid hooks and a tempered, restrained approach to groove-making. Tel a friend! 


Temper Temper (Revelation) This is the soundtrack album to a futuristic all-white 
Blaxploitation movie that can only be watched at fast forward speed on a Beta machine with 
quad speakers. 


Thin Acid Angel “Underneath 6" Street” (TAA) Wailing rawk with bluesy vocals. In other 
words, the music of the gods! 


Thine Eyes Bleed “In the Wake of Seperation” (theendrecords.com) Extreme math metal 
that made thine’s ears bleed...and I licked up the blood appreciatively. This is fucking evil! 


The Thin Man “H.M.S. Mondegreen” (Skin and Bone POB 2203 Chicago IL 60690) Thick 
with genius! 


Ticondreaga (54 40 or Fight! POB 1601 Acme, MI 49610) I can’t tell if this is captivating 
genius art or boring self indulgence, but I do knowm it kinda creeped me out, which I always 
appreciate in music. 





Tiger Bear Wolf (Hello Sir Records) This super rocks. While I'm hesitant to say anything 
rocks like an actual bear, this is definitely bear-ish in its swooping claw action. 


Tiger Mountain “Get Along Like A House on Fire” (Lucky Cat POB 251 NYC 10274- 
0251) Put a tiger in my tank and made him cry because he got so emotional 


Tight Phantomz “Crazy When Wet" (Southern) There’s metal, there's punk, there’s stoner, 
there's glam, there's everything else you can think of. And then there is just rock, This is just 
rock. And it is SO rock! 
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Tijuana Hercules (Black Pisces 4935 N. Mozart Chicago IL 60625) With each and every 
release, Tijuana Hercules (and what does that mean, anyway? Is it one of those weird sex acts 
only rumored to exist, like the Hot Karl or the Dirty Sanchez?) has stayed true original 
vision: Raw Blues meets rawer Punk, barbecued in a meth lab, with a side order of 
assburgers (it's a Chicago Thing). Their entire instrumentation consists of guitar, drums, 
coffee cans (not Chock Full 0” Nuts, a delicacy these days in Chicago, but they SOUND 
chock full o’ nuts!) and a voice that summons The Holy Trinity of White Guys who Shoulda 
Been Howlin’ Wolf's Kids (Jim Dandy, Captain Beefheart, and Tom Waits). They love the 
obvious stuff, too (but how obvious is even John Lee Hooker when B.B. King is still 
considered a blues artist?), but they draw not from the level headedness of a Muddy Waters 
(whom they also love), but, rather, the sheer whackedoutedness of a Pat Hare or a Hound 
Dog Taylor (founding Fathers of this whole "Blues Punk" thang, which peaked in the early 
90's with The Gibson Bros, Jack 0’ Fire, and others, before taking a dive). The Blues are 
SUPPOSED to be aggressive, man, and even if you aren't convinced, TJ. Here could show 
you where Punk sprang from the Blues at no extra charge. This is probably their best release 
yet, they've added a few subtleties here n* there, but the overall effect is as subtle as an anvil 
dropped from the Sears Tower. Contact the address above, and be sure to use the password, 
"they might give you.a break. 








Tindersticks “Working For the Man ~ The Greatest Hits” (Koch/Universal) Isn't the word 
“Hits” kind of a stretch. Though in all faimness, nearly every track here made me want to hit 
something. 


Toast “All In” (Pro Music) Crumby. 

Trafoo “Rainy day for umbrella” (slusaj nasglasnije!) The Croatian Zappa! 
Transcendence “nothing is cohesive” (img records) Transcendull. 

‘Triestearcana (Osiris 8387 Washington Village Dr. Dayton OH 45458) Tri again. 
Troy “Gemini” (troypettymusic,com) Troyture. 


Tuna Helpers “I'l} Have What She’s Having” (Mimicry, webofmimicry.com) If Tori Amos 
and Syd Barrett fornicated (OK, maybe they did in real life, but let’s pretend this is 
hypothetical) these triplets would be their musical babies. Rich, spare, strange psyche-folk 
that jars and delights. 


Turbonegro “The ResErection” DVD (Bitzcore) This is a band that was considered true 
geniuses and beyond excellent by everyone who saw them live, and it wasn’t just because the 
singer wore ragged Kiss/Arthur Brown makeup and shot bottle rockets out of his ass (though 
that didn't hurt). They just were actually brilliant at making totally fucked, totally rocking, 
totally raw music cohere into greatness. This is a surprisingly serious, tempered, sensitive, 
personal documentary about the bands reunion, including both reflections on the nature of 
getting back together and the non-thrilling mechanics of doing such. But it also contains 
concert footage of the triumphant return, Does it contain anus-rockets? Just get it and see (as 
you may recall their American tour could contain no such pyro because of the Great White 
disaster, but this is footage from Euro-fests). 


Turpentine Brothers “We Don't Care About Your Good Times” (Alive/Bomp) Huff this 
turpentine and your brain will be rock-and-soul damaged. I wish the organ was mixed louder, 
but other than that this is a glorious, righteous garage rock gospel mess that I ain't about to 
clean up! 


TV Set “This is Chicago” w/ “4 More Years” (tvset666@ yahoo.com) This guy does not like 
Bush, but seems to like taking the train. 


Twenty-Eight Pages Lovingly Bound with Twine zine (Christoph Meyer POB 106 Danville, 
OH 43014) Christoph is the rare adult dude, as opposed to a teen or college-aged female, 
who does a hodge-podge personal zine/journal/anecdote/short-story/found “art”/poetry/funny 
drawing zine. His life experience (kid/car/home/etc.) adds up to some pretty well written, 
well relayed, well thought out entries and I really liked the issue, especially the observational 
fiction story about being in line behind an obese diabetic at the drug store. 


25 Suaves “I Want It Loud” (Bastard Sun/Bulb 4609 Hunt Rd Adrian MI 49221) Heavy, 
wicked ROCK that is so big it fills airplane hanger s with rockedness, This is so good that I 
can’t articulate anything, but get this today! 


Two Ton Boa “Serenade for the Crow That Fell” b/w “Your Favorite Bloody Patient” (Kill 
Rock Stars, killrockstars.com) If you went to the creepiest grammar school in the West side 
of the land of Oz this would be the music at your school play. 


Tydyl Wave “Break Down the Walls” (Tydyl Wave Records) Not worse than the band 
name, but not better, and that’s not good. 


Uber Cool Kung Fu “3” (Omega Point) Could be cooler, but couldn't be uber-er, At best 
this electronic pop could soundtrack a chase scene in your favorite 80s low budget sci fi. 


The Ugly Beats! “Bring On The Beats!” (get hipPOB 666 Cannonsburg, PA 15317) Farout 
Farfisa fun from these Texan sixties style garage-iacs who make some seriously teenage 
music, If these cats and kitten have actually ever heard prog rock, Metal or 70s punk they are 
sure fooling me, because this is the pure stuff! 


Undersea Explosion (Isd25records) This is awesome; Jim Morrison meets Morricone. 
Morrisonconne. 


Universe City e-zine (http://www.universecity.com) While I'm a little skeptical of the 
format (neither fish nor foul, this isn’t a web based zine with links and flash aplenty, nor is it 
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a conventional paper zine, as it looks like simple computer pages), the content was hot! 
Interviews with Metal bands, a legendary home improvement guru and a wacky inventor, 
plus tons of great reviews and lots of other stuff, this is definitely worth clicking over to, or 
purchasing a paper copy, which is only $2.12 for asquarebound 212 page book). Or, if you 
are one of our many homeless readers, this is worth visiting the library and using their 
computers to check it out. 


Unwritten Law “Here’s to the Mourning” (Lava) When did punk begin sounding like TV 
show theme songs? 


The Vacation “band from world war zero” (Echo) The American Jet, although Jet is the 
Australian someone else. But regardless of originality or whatever the opposite of that is, this 
is a real assed rock record with real assed rock on it. 


“Vancouver Complication” compilation (Sudden Death Cascades P.O. Box 43001 Burnaby 
BC VSG 3HO Canada) This reissues a 1979 comp of Canadian punk, featuring D.O.A., 
Subhumans, Pointed Sticks, K-Tels, the all girl Dishrags and others. One reason that I never 
considered this one of the classic comps (mind you, I live thousands of miles from the Pacific 
coast) is that it is pre-hardcore. D.O.A. deliver that brutal North American strain of post- 
Pistols punk, as do a number of other acts here, but a lot of this sounds like 70s New York 
downtown punk, Clash influenced punk or just old-fashioned rock. That said, when shouldn't 
you buy a reissue of a ‘77-'83 punk comp? Includes bonus period tracks and lots of backstory 
and flyer reproductions. 


The Vanished “Favorite Star” (Kirtland) Heartwarming (or heart-worming) love punk! 


Vomit Pigs "Art of The Insane,” The Skunks "Earthquake Shake" (Rave-Up Records, Via 
Montecuccoli 13 00176-Roma-ltaly, tiscalinet.iv/raveup) The Explosives (One Backstreet 
Records, Italy-distributed by Rave-Up) Our Goombah, Pier, at Rave-Up, has been putting 
out an amazing assortment of regional Punk comps, often on bands that have never had full- 
length releases, and, today, we visit Texas, where, at least, strombolis are remarkably more 
common than they are in Chicago. We'll start with the band that had one of the more tasteless 
names (though, Sharon Tate's Baby won that contest-even predating a Chicago group with 
the same name, who swore they'd never heard of the Texan band). The Vomit Pigs, along 
with The Nervebreakers and The Dot Vaeth group, were one of the first Dallas/Fort Worth 
area Punk groups. Having started around the same time as The Nervebreakers (1974), but 
were then based in rural East Texas (which is like being based in Hell), The Vomit Pigs made 
the move toward Punk, which (much like The 'Breakers) wasn’t much of a stretch, a few 
years later. The rest of the DFW Punk scene raised it's ugly head after The Sex Pistols’ 
concert in Dallas in early ‘78, by which time, the (then) Dallas-based Vomit Pigs, 
Nervebreakers (by the way, anybody got a copy of the Rave-Up Nervebreakers comp they 
wanna sell? Contact the magazine) and Ft. Worth's Dot Vaeth Group were pretty much 
established (though there weren't a hell of a lot of places for them to play). Anyway, this is a 
very cool comp. I had no idea The Vomit Pigs had enough material for an album (the whole 
of their released input includes an insanely rare ep and an appearance on 1979's "Are We Too 
Late For The Trend,” the first Dallas Punk comp, which screams for a reissue). Some of these 
tracks turned up on "Killed By Death" and a split ep with Superman's Girlfriend (the 
revamped Dot Vaeth Group), as well as two unreleased tracks that tumed on an ep called 
"Unquestionably Late For The Trend", both released in the 90s on the fine Existential 
Vacuum label. It sounds like a lot, but talking a half- dozen tracks, total. Now here they are, a 
whole dozen songs, plus some uncredited bonus tracks, tastier trash than McDonald's could 
excrete ! The opener, "Baby's Playing Games", is probably the best-known V.P. toon, even 
though it clocks in at barely 30 seconds, making The Minutemen seem like Iron Butterfly, 
Propelled by a guitar line akin to The Heartbreakers, if crystal meth had been their drug of 
choice, and lead singer, Mikey Vomit (no, I don't think he had a brother named Johnny) 
screaming and warbling "Baby's Playing Games!" (Ooo-Wooo!) "Baby's Playing Games! 
Turn around now!”, and an irresistable rhythm (yes, Punk songs once relied heavily on 
rhythms), "Baby Plays Games" is a mini masterpiece. Dot Vaeth even covered it, adding at 
least 15 seconds! Also from their coveted 1978 ep (a friend of mine once traded her copy for 
The Mentally III's "Gacy's Place" ep, which is sort of like trading apples for,..well , apples) is 
"Useless Eater", which sounds Pistols-influenced to a degree, but faster and more stupid (1 
say that as a compliment) than anything they could have cooked up (even when they were 
cooking up SPEED). Lastly,"Art of The Insane" contains some (unintentionally) Psychedelic 
and (intentionally) fucked up sounds, like a Hurricane Fighter Plane spiralling into a cow 
pasture. "My Face is on Your Lunchbox", from "Are We Too Late For The Trend", is a bit of 
a departure, not as fast, but with some great guitar-drum combinations that recall The Sweet, 
ca, "Little Willy" and "Wig Wam Bam." Also from the same comp is "Karen Ann Quinlan", 
named for the woman who, at the time, was slowly dying, in a vegetative state. She made all 
the papers when her family made the decision that she couldn’t make herself, to pull the plug. 
(The only similar treading of such controversial waters in recent years, that I can think of, is 
Mitch Ryder's pro-Kervorkian song from A few years back). In Mikey Vomit's hands, it is a 
love song(!). The track was originally credited to Snakes, which included, along with Mikey, 
latter day V.P. drummer, Russell Flemming (who later turned up in Ted Roddy's Tall Tops 
and ex- Nervebreaker, T. Tex Edwards’ Swingin’ Cornflake Killers), later Telefones' sax 
player, Will Clay, and Paul Quigg (later with Superman's Girlfriend). Not really The Pigs, 
you dig, but area bands often swapped like they were living in the suburbs! Other highlights 
include a live version of "I Wanna Be Your Dog" (listed here as "Catatonic", a minor lyric 
change) and what appears to be a variation of Paul McCartney's “Hi, Hi, Hi" (which AIN'T a 
bad song, almost solid Glam), plus other (not all credited) live tracks, with sound quality 
ranging from decent to putrid, but their rarity excuses their crudity. "Bomb The Arabs", 
featured on “Unquestionably Late..." wouldn't hang today, I don't think, though it doesn't 
call the Arabs anything more offensive than "A-rabs" (Fred Sanford pronunciation). It's 
probably no less P.C.than "Bomb Iran", which was a minor national hit at the time, by lame-o 
Ft. Worth Oldies review band, Vince Vance and The Valiants (set to the tune of "Barbara 
Ann"- "Ba-ba-ba-ba-Bomb Iran!", get it?), but it's bound to piss somebody off, though it's 
more Dictators that Skrewdriver. Anyway, if ya like it demented, deranged, and detuned, 
you'll get it. Plus, the bridge is borrowed from "Dead Babies" by Alice Cooper ! The Vomit 
Pigs inevitably split up, with some members taking straight jobs, others going on to various, 
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unrelated, bands, Mikey Vomit, reportedly choked to death on a hamburger (under the 
influence of Quaaludes) at the apartment of the one guy who stood a chance of beating him in 
the self-destruction sweepstakes, Bobby Soxx (of the now-revered, go figure, Stickmen with 
Rayguns), who died himself, a few years ago, from complications related, in part, to Hepatitis 
C. Bobby lived on Oram Street, near Greenville Ave, at the time, as did much of the 
remaining first generation Punk crowd. It was a short stumble to D.J's, Dallas’ first major 
Punk venue, but, by then, it had become an upscale vintage clothing store (I briefly dated the 
owner, but I've made worse mistakes). Mikey was the first major casualty in the (still 
scarcely documented) Dajlas Punk scene, preceding Soxx, who'd returned to Dallas after a 
relatively short stretch for attempted murder, only to find, not surprisingly, his old friends 
wanted no part of him. Brad Stiles, from The Hugh Beaumont Experience, literally 
disappeared for several years, but resurfaced in The Eat, a sorta Hardcore band with Rn'B 
overtones and a conga player (!). He was also disowned by the Punk crowd for adopting a 
“Fratboy" look, with a suntan, some added pounds and Hawaiian shirts, but he seemed happy 
He wasn't. Stiles committed suicide a few years later. Now, we move on down to Austin 
town, that's where that Erickson boy sings, "You Ain't Nothin' But a Two-Headed Hound " 
At Raul's, then the Punk palace in the capital city (kinda small to be a city, but, so’s Dallas), 
The Skunks were one of the top draws from the very late 70s to the early 80’. They had a 
pretty good run, as I recall. Their Adam and The Ants/ Bow Wow Wow)take on The 
Yardbirds' classic, "For Your Love" nearly became a hit in Dallas, in 1982, when one of the 
DFW area Rock stations briefly went "New Wave", and gave it generous airplay, but they 
Started out as a straightforward, melodic Punkn'Roll band with some pretty good, infectious 
tunes AND a sense of humor. Interestingly, The Skunks were formed after founding member, 
bassist, Jesse Sublett, put in some time with an otherwise all-female band, The Violators 
(featuring Kathy Valentine, who'd split from Austin to join The Go-Go's, and Carla Olson, 
later with The Textones, and future Gene Clark collaborator), who'd shared the bill with the 
embryonic Skunks. The core group would quickly evolve into Sublett, drummer Billy 
Blackmon and guitarist, Eddie Munoz, who'd later record with Imitation Life, Sky Saxon and 
others (he would go on to be replaced, however, by John Dee Graham, still too young to but 
beer). The material here is all remarkably consistent, and the sound quality is well above 
average for a Punk release (New or otherwise). One side is studio stuff, and the other is live, 
both are essential, The opener, "Earthquake Shake", probably their best known tune, and it's a 
dance number (from the days when people still danced to Punk Rock). There were a lot of 
songs like this at the time, Dallas’ Moving Products had one that went "Do The Plot, do The 
Plot, do The Communist Plot!". At any rate, there's a whole lotta shakin’ all over goin' on! 
"Gimme Some" sounds like The Ohio Express in overdrive, and any song with "Gimme" in 
the chorus three times qualifies as a Bubblegum song (even if you're talking about "Gimme 
Some Head" by G.G, Allin),Sons of Hercules did a great cover of it, too, a while back. 
"Cheap Girl", another great rocker, might sound misogynist on the surface, but it's really 
about a girl who plays HERSELF cheap. There's also a live version of "Sister Ray" (no, it 
isn't 20 minutes Jong, but it goes through more ch-ch -changes than Bowie at the 
haberdasher). The band carried on until 1983, Graham joining The True Believers, and 
Sublet starting his own group, The Secret Six, and rejoining Kathy Valentine in The World's 
Cutest Killers (Great name!) and Carla Olson in The Carla Olson/Mick Taylor Band. The 
Skunks reformed for one night only, in 1985, The Explosives, who are doing their own 
reunion shows, even as you read this (including one backing their main man, Roky Erickson, 
with, hopefully, many more to come), like The Skunks, really established themselves at 
Raul's in Austin (both bands appear on the "Live at Raul's* comp).Apparently, The 
Explosives (And even The Skunks!) were deemed too slick by the Punk cognescenti in 
Austin. Okay, maybe they were as tight as Liv Tyler's backside, but they played their Power 
Pop with plenty of passion, 60s styled harmonies and crisp power chords. In retrospect, The 
Explosives probably had more in common with the Stiff Records axis (Edmunds, Lowe, 
Wreckless Eric, and my least favorite of the lot, Elvis Costello, whom they were probably 
compared to more for having two members with glasses than any musical similarity) and 
even The Jam than their peer group,-though their sound is distinctly Texan. Songs like "I 
Wanna See You Cry" (not the great S.V.T. song, but not dissimilar), "Safety In Numbers", 
and "Stuck in The Ball Turret" (is that like "The Ball Trap" by Rod Stewart?) are plenty 
stripped down and energized for long life, even if Cam King's guitar sound evokes Roger 
McGuinn and Dave Davies more than Johnny Ramone. Plus, these guys could write some 
SONGS, like "Lonely Street", a song that I think Del Shannon would have loved. "A Girl 
Like You" (not The Troggs' classic) was released as a single, and certainly sounds like it 
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should have been a hit, but fresh Pop harmonies, jangly guitars and concise, Keith Moonish 
drums (not as wailin' and flailin' as Moon, but drummer Freddie Kre still gave the calfskins 
some sore noggins) had had their day on FM radio, to be replaced by the likes of AC/DC.and 
Van Halen. Unless you want to count Blondie in their decline, or the asexual muzak of The 
Cars (stole that from Kicks, but, it's so true!), by the time Pop came back on Rock radio, it 
was the execrable likes of Huey Lewis and Donnie Iris. Pop sensibilities aside, there's plenty 
of aggressive songs, too. "I'm an Explosive " actually sounds Ramones-influenced."Dog Star" 
is a hard edged number. “U.F.O", perhaps an homage to their sometimes boss, Roky, has 
plenty of hard chords and jerky "New Wave-ish" rhythms (New Wave didn't always suck). "I 
Won't Go Back To Work" is a fine "Angry Young Man" sorta rant (It uses the phrase "Get 
out of my face " a good five years before I'd ever heard it) and "Summertime Come" is a 
genuinely pissed off homage to the impending summer (but, then again, if you ever had to 
live through a Texan summer, you'd be pissed off, too). The Explosives are one of many 
bands from their era that's been heard of more than actually heard, and, not to knock their one 
studio LP, "Restless Natives", but this collection is the first really accurate representation of 
their sound. 


“Vote Now! No Sides Sampler 2004” (No Sides POB 257491 Chicago IL 60625) This is a 
label sampler of a label that has released brilliant noise (No Doctors), brilliantly awful hip 
hop (Titan Clash) and the sexiest accordion act ever (Terror at the Opera). Vote “yay!” 


Walkie Talkies “State of Fasci Nation” (walkie-talkieweb.net) This is the best record in 
America or in space, Because this is a work of indescribable genius I wont bother writing 
anything else. 


Watershed “The Fifth of July” (Idol POB 270043 Dallas TX 75372) This is like Cheap 
Trick without ironically trying to be like Cheap Trick. They just genuinely get what makes 
Cheap Trick Cheap Trick. And though this band doesn't sound that much like Cheap Trick | 
managed to write “Cheap Trick” seven times in the review. Cheap Trick. Eight. 


The Winter Pageant “Waning/Waxine” (www.thewinterpageant.com) Gorgeous music 
that balances on a tightrope strung between lovely ambient soundscapes and tasty pop candy, 
The Winter is a winner! 


Patrick Wolf “Wind in the Wires” (Tomlab) Howls with genius! 


The Yuppie Pricks “Broker’s Banquet” (Alternative Tentacles) Remember that band the 
Upper Crust that dressed like Victorian dandies and powdered wigs and sang songs about 
their butlers. This is the same thing, except they dress like yuppies and claim to be multi- 
millionaires. Now, on the one hand wearing powdered wigs and pantaloons is funnier, but 
during the second Bush administration belittling the top one percent seems a little more 
relevant than making fun of the Sun King and his ilk, so I'll give this band the nod, and 
declare that perhaps they even transcend novelty, Maybe this band is also making fun of trust 
fund bands like the Strokes, which I guess is a good, fat target, too. [ actually thought it was 
Jello singing but there are pictures in the CD booklet and I guess “Trevor Middleton” is just 
an excellent simulation.. Anyhow, the punk on this is pretty solid and even if they are singing 
about driving Humvees going to the spa, this is pretty fucking hardcore. 





the zines “dimmer” (Thrill Jockey POB 08038 Chicago IL 60608) I Zinc I love you! I 
usually hate some dude doing songwriting and singing and sparely , humbly presenting his 
work for consumption, but this is pretty sweet. Maybe I’m just being seduced by his English 
accent. Which is why I always come back from England reaily sore 


Zine Solar System (POBox 02222 Detroit MI 48202-9998) This was a crazy, decorated 
envelope stuffed with flyers and ads and press about weird zines and mini comix and 
postcards and ephemera and basically I have no idea what's going on, but I bet if you send a 
buck or two their way they will send you an envelope that will confuse you as well 


Zs “Karate Bump” (Planaria P.O. Box 21340 Washington DC 20009) When the lady in the 
honkytonk tells Jake and Elwood that that her bar welcomes “Both kinds (of music), 
Country and Western,” it's funny, but one assumes she sincerely sees a difference between 
the two, while outsiders don't. The Zs play both kinds of music, punky free jazz and math 
rock. While a Garth Brooks fan may not distinguish between sax led herky-jerky 
compositions, and tracks based on chaos theory time signature drumming, the Zs’ audience 
certainly will appreciate the impressive range of these zed heads. 


GUEST REVIEWER #1; MIKE STEVENS 

Circle Jerks “The Show Must GO Off" DVD (Kung kungfurecords.com) Even 20 years 
after their heyday, AND despite this concert DVD being shot at in the dreaded House of 
Blues, the Circle Jerks still sound good. This is in no small part due to singer Keith Morris’ 
rasping vocal chords which stand up to 26 songs of abuse pretty well. Or maybe it was the 
yoga before the show (no shit). With eight cameras, tight editing and a great sound mix, this 
is one of the best straight concert videos I have seen in a while. The fact that these snotty 
SoCal punk titans remain one of my favorites probably does not hurt either, They don’t shy 
away from all the “hits” and throw in covers by the Weirdos and Black Flag. The 
commentary track with Morris and longtime bassist Zander Schloss adds a little bonus as 
well. Neither speaks at length about the band and instead opt to goof around talking about 
Usher or Bad Religion’s health care plan, Schloss provides most of the laughs. During a 
music breakdown, he asks Morris, “Is this the part where you go look for fairies?” 
Unfortunately a 15-minute cell phone call, recorded for all posterity here, takes Schloss out 
of the action for a bit. My favorite exchange comes after a battery of classic Circle Jerks 
songs about destruction and getting even. “Why are you so angry. I am happy,” Schloss said, 
Morris responds, “I am happy for you.” 

GUEST REVIEW 2: JASON HASTINGS 

Manzel’s Midnight Theme & The Art of the Sample 

In the summer of 1989 The Beastie Boys released their seminal album “Paul's Boutique” to 
the world and in doing so proved that the art of Sampling is just that, a form of Art. At the 
time of its release, the album was ignored and disliked by fans and critics alike. 1 remember 








getting my copy on cassette fondly. Not only was the artwork anything but expected, with 
strange psychedelic colors and pictures (remember, this was 1989) but the lyrics ran into one 
another seemingly without a break or introduction. The actual tape shell was colored bright 
orange with a black label; it even looked unusual. Sonically speaking, the songs seemed to 
bleed into one another, much like the print, which made fast forwarding to “Hey Ladies” (the 
song with the video on MTV) a real pain. It was the first time I had heard something that 
was meant to be listened to as one piece of music rather than individual cuts. It was new and 
different, and very few of us had any clue of the remarkable importance this album would 
later have. 
I listened to my copy a half dozen times and then lent it to a girlfriend who I had a “falling 
out” with later that summer. A couple years later | ran into her and she actually returned the 
tape to me, saying that she loved it and apologized for not retuning it earlier. It didn’t sound 
like | had remembered the second time through and actually seemed to suddenly make sense. 
The dense production and dizzying array of samples had confused me the first go ‘round, but 
now it seemed to take shape and leap out of the speakers in a way unlike any other. Fifteen 
or so years later the album is considered a masterpiece of the genre. An album almost solely 
comprised of layered samples and beats made famous by other musicians, a style of 
production which cannot be replicated or copied. Whether you enjoy the style of music or 
not, you do haye to give a nod of recognition for the genius behind it; a new form of music 
(art) comprised of recycled samples from old and discarded elements from popular music's 
past. 

Break (def): The Break refers to the drum segment found in the very beginning or middle 

of a song, 

Break Beat (def): Break Beat refers to a style of music which possesses a funky groove 

suitable for use as sample material for Hip-Hop records. Break Beats are not genre specific 

and are best found in the most unlikely of places; Jazz, Funk and Soul being the most 

common, 
The backbone of all classic and some new school Hip-Hop is the Break Beat and the most 
sampled Break of all time comes from James Brown's classic tune The Funky Drummer Pts. 
1 & 2. From Public Enemy's use of it in Rebel Without A Pause to N.W.A. and Fuck The 
Police, its influence as one of the greatest rhythmic Breaks of all timé is hard to fathom in 
any tangible way. Estimates vary on its actual use, but the general consensus is that it’s been 
sampled well over a thousand times. The majority of these samples were used illegally, 
without Brown's permission. It wasn’t until the early 90s that lawsuits began to test the 
legality of when and how a sample could be used. The most famous lawsuit of this era was 
70's singer/songwriter Gilbert O'Sullivan successfully suing rapper Biz Markie for 
unlicensed sampling of his famous tune Alone Again (Naturally). Markie lost the court battle 
and the events which transpired due to the result set in to motion new rules regarding sample 
usage and copyright clearances, therefore changing the sound and style of Hip Hop records 
forever, 
The man responsible for the creation of the Break is Bronx born Kool DJ Herc. Herc was the 
first to develop the technique of spinning identical copies of the same record on two 
turntables while using a two or four channel mixer to switch back and forth between the two. 
This allowed him to continue playing the same break indefinitely, a technique he called 
“Cutting Breaks.” During the mid 70’s, Herc’s parties were notorious all night affairs that 
saw the birth of a prototype style of music which is now called Party Rap as well as a new 
style of dance which in the following years would sweep the nation, Break Dancing. The 
influence Here had on fellow New York DJ's at the time is undeniable and it was only a 
matter of time before up and comers were looking to steal Herc’s breaks in hopes of 
launching their own careers. Suddenly, Breaks were the basis of a new style of urban music 
whose popularity was growing faster than ever imagined. To counter the activities of would- 
be thieves, Here began steaming the labels off his records in order to keep his Breaks a 
secret, therefore solidifying his position as King of the Breaks. 
Enter Grandmaster Flash (who learned the art from Herc) and Afrika Bambaataa. Many 
consider these three to be the Holy Trinity of Hip Hop. The term Hip Hop incidentally was 
coined by MC Love Bug Starski although its use as a cultural identifier is credited to Afrika 
Bambaataa, Flash’s claim to fame is that of developing the basic bag of tricks still employed 
by DJ's today. Backspinning, scratching, phasing and the use of a beat box can all be 
attributed to the genius of Grandmaster Flash. After teaming up with Kurtis Blow, Flash 
founded his own group called The Furious Five. Hot on the heels of a top 40 rap (novelty) 
rap hit by The Sugarhill Gang, Grandmaster Flash and the Furious Five would go on to 
record Rap records which would turn out to be landmarks of the genre: “The Message,” was 
the very first Rap record to break away from the party vibe and tackle social commentary in 
the rhymes. 

“Don't push me, ‘cuz I'm close to the edge,/I’m tryin’ not to lose my headi/It's like a jungle 
sometimes/It makes me wonder how I keep from goin’ under.” 
Their second major single to have a profound effect on the development of Hip Hop is 
1981's “The Adventures of Grandmaster Flash on The Wheels Of Steel,” notable because it's 
the first recorded piece of music comprised entirely of samples from other works. 

Bambaataa started out much in the mold of Kool DJ Herc but sometime in the mid 70s 
developed an idea that would change his focus for the rest of his life. Bambaataa had been a 
member of The Black Spades street gang and understood the unifying power that music had 
on kids in the ghetto. He quit The Black Spades and created his own Afrocentric group to 
help empower his brothers and sisters of the ghetto, calling the group The Organization and 
adopting the name Afrika Bambaataa which means “affectionate leader.” In 1976 he 
augmented the group to include DI’s, MC’s, Break Dancers and Graffiti Artists after 
changing the name to the Zulu Nation Collective. Bambaataa looked beyond just the music 
and realized Hip Hop was a cultural movement which included art, dance and fashion. In 
1982 Afrika Bambaataa recorded “Planet Rock, “a single which fused together samples from 
Funk with Germany’s techno-pop band Kraftwerk. “Planet Rock” went on to become a Hip 
Hop classic and is considered by many to be the very first Electro record. In the late 80s his 
Zulu Nation Collective was continuing to have an impact on the sounds of modern Hip Hop 
with groups including Queen Latifah, De La Soul, Tribe Called Quest and The Jungle 
Brothers. In September of 2004, Bambaataa released his first full length in three years titled 
Dark Matter: Moving At The Speed of Light, an album mixing World Music with Hip Hop, 
African Percussion, Dirty South, Techno, New Wave, Jazz and Bollywood. 
So, with our short little history lesson in Hip Hop completed, let’s discuss a new release of 
significant importance, Manzel's Midnight Theme. As discussed, the sample is really the 














backbone of most old-school and some new-school Hip Hop. The emergence of the MC in 
the late 80s shifted the focus of Hip Hop from the music and the DJ to the MC and the 
rhymes. In the late 90s a shift began to direct attention back to the DJ and Sampling. As a 
result, Turntabilists such as DJ Shadow, Mix Master Mike, DJ Logic and collectives like the 
Invisibl Scratch Piklz came to the forefront and began recording music best described as 
Instrumental Hip Hop. James Brown's The Funky Drummer Parts 1 & 2 may be the most 
sampled cut of all time, but another famous track which has been sampled hundreds of times 
over the years is Midnight Theme by the obscure Funk group from the mid 70's named 
Manzel. 

Manzel's Midnight Theme is a cut you've probably never heard in its entirety, but 
undoubtedly heard the first fifteen seconds of, Artist ranging from Capadonna (Wu Tang 
Clan), Cypress Hill (How I Could Just Kill A Man), De La Soul, Eric B & Rakim, Everlast 
and the Ultramagnetic MC’s have all used this beat and helped it to become one of the rarest 
and most sought after Breaks around. The original single, which was released on Fraternity 
Records in 1979, has fetched over $1, 500 a piece from crate-diggers and beat masters alike. 
Thankfully, Kenny Dope and The Undercover Brother (AKA The Masters At Work) have 
seen fit to track down the original recordings, some never before heard and unreleased, and 
re-released the whole package on their label, Dopebrother Records. 

In 1976 Manzel Bush approached Shad O'Shea, President of Fraternity Records in 
Cincinnati, about making some recordings of his band from Lexington, Kentucky, Their 
three-piece consisted of Manzel (keyboards), Larry Van Dyke (guitar), and Steve Garner 
(drums) and the musie they played was simple yet lush groove-based Jazz-Funk. Three years 
had passed since Herbie Hancock's breakthrough Jazz-Funk classic, “Head Hunters,” and it 
was the time when Funk began to crossover into Disco. O'Shea had just finished building his 
famed Counterpoint Creative Studios and was eager to try some new groups like Manzel out. 
To round out the sound of the band O'Shea hired some local Cincinnati session musicians 
and Manzel brought a few of his cousins in to help. Together, the group cut nine songs 
before Manzel was called off to military duty in Germany by the U.S. Army, With the 
sessions never truly completed, O'Shea hired a string and horn section from the Cincinnati 
Symphony Orchestra and together they completed the recordings. In 1977, Fraternity 
released their first single “Space Funk” b/w “Jump Street” in limited quantities to radio 
stations and local markets in hopes of a hit. The single got radio play but never broke like 
O'Shea had hoped. Some time passed before O'Shea finally released their second and final 
single “Midnight Theme” b/w “Sugar Dreams” in 1979 to little fanfare 

Twenty years passed before O'Shea began to learn that his little known recordings by Manzel 
were being sampled by Hip Hop artists the world over. With a little investigation O'Shea 
learned that the four released tracks by Manzel had not only been bootlegged and re-pressed, 
but were also some of the most sampled instrumentals in existence. Sometime in 2003 
Kenny Dope and The Undercover Brother developed a contact with O'Shea and began to 
work out details for a re-release of the classic material. 

The album, out now, features some of the best Jazz-Funk instrumental cuts I've heard in 
ages. Smoldering drum beats, chicken scratch guitar and blazing organ grace every cut from 
the album. “Space Funk,” their first A-Side, is a fitting title to describe this music, At times 
I can hear the convergence of Disco, blending into the grooves but still sounding very spacey, 
very funky. With the 2004 release of “Midnight Theme,” Kenny Dope and Undercover 
Brother went beyond just re-releasing the four original singles. Included on the album are six 
unreleased cuts of the same quality as the original singles and three Dopebrother/Masters At 
Work Remixes. All in all, the package, which contains a detailed accounting of the 
Manzel/Shad O'Shea story, photographs and recordings is a collection not to be missed by 
beat heads, fans of Hip Hop, Jazz Funk-and good music in general. With the significance of 
one or two samples helping to shape the most popular musical genre the world has seen since 
Rock ‘n Roll, its hard not to imagine the possibilities to be had from this recording, Let's 
hope it doesn’t take another twenty years to realize its significance. 
4 Stars: Historical Value & A Rump Shakin’ Party Platter To Boot! 
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Now 3 stores to please! 


Check out our newest store 


next to Metro. Tons of indie, punk, rap 
and dance. Plus Metro tix with no fee! 


all genres 


a New & used LPs & CDs- 


= New releases 


= Knowledgeable staff 





Chicago: 2568 North Clark (Lincoln park) 773-880-1002 


Chicago: 3728 North Clark (Metro/Smart Bar) 773-388-3838 


Evanston: 2601 Prairie (one block west of Central) 847-424-1144 
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